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PREFACE 


|= 
1 Nun to E 


FA SL are fo generally 


known, that "tis needleſs to in- 
form the Reader, that they 
are (in French) Eſteem d as 
one of the greateſt Maſter— 
pieces of their lind: And tho 
the Originals are in Proſe, get 

A 2 the 


The PREFACE. 
' the Stile 16% Poetical, tha þ 
it Encourag d the Author t. 
4 pat bu Tranſlation into Verſe 
and he hopes he has not vary 4 
more from the Original Copy E 
than the Nature of the 150 
requir d. 1 
As for the Miſcellaneous 
Poems, they being on pa- 
rious Subjects, tis to bY 
hop'd every Reader will 
find ſomething agreeable in 
them. - 1 
1 
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Lovre-LeTTERS 
FROM A 


Nun to a Cavalier. 


LETTER I. 


[LH ! the vabappy Joys waich Love 
coritatns, 
How ſhort the Pleaſures, and 


how long the Pains ! 


7 be the treach'rous Hopes that drew me on; 
\nd made me fondly to my Ruine run. 

What 1 the Bleſhng of my Life deſigu'd, 

don become the Torment of my Mind. 

\ Termcnt which is equally as great 

his Abſence, which does it create, 


B 2 Hea- 


4 Lowe- Letters. 


Heay'ns ! mult this Abſence then for ever laſt ! 
This Abſence which does all my Comfort bia!t 


Muſt I no more enjoy the pleaſing Sight | k 2 
That Charm'd my Soul with Rapture and Delight my 
Muil I no more thoſe Lvely Eyes behold, Au! 
Which have ſo oft their Malter's Paſſion told; To! 
Nor was I wanting in the ſame Intent; he 
A Thouſand times my Eyes in Flaſhes ſent . 
The Dictates ot my Heart, and ſhew'd you what 'Y 
they meant, Knud 
But now they mult be otherwiſe Employ'd, Lan 
When I reficct on u hat | have chjoy'd, o. 
Tears of their own accord in Streams vill fly, as 
To think I'm ſcorn'd, and left, by far blels You, Ig 
; Int 
And yet my Palhon does (ular exceed 0 Ane 
A vultar Flame, that J with Vleaſhre bleed, = 
And dat upon the Torments, which from you UAre 
proceed Nor 

Fr: m the hieli moment I bebe'g your Face, ; 
To you I dedicated all my Days; | F 
Your Eyes at ficlt an eaf'y Cmgueſt gain'd . 4 FE 
M bich ſicce they have but tuo too well maintain'd, p d& 
Wor 


Your 


| Love- Letters. F 
$ Your Name each Hour 1 conſtantly repeat, 
But wh:t's (alas !) the Comfort winch 1 meet? 
Konoht but my wretched Fate's too true Advice, 
Which whiſpers to me in ſuch Words as theſe ; 
Ah! Mariana, v hy do'it hope in vain, 
To ſee thy lovely Fugitive again? 
The dear, falſe, crue] Man's for ever gone, 
And thou, unhappy thou! art left alone. 

one is the Tyrant, {lighting all thy Charms, 


And longs to languiſh in another's Arms. 


In vain you weep, in vain you fi al and mourn, 


For he will never, never more, return. 
ro fly trom thee, he left his downy Eaſe, 

And ſcorn'd the Danger of the raging Seas. 

In France, diſſolv'd in Pleaſures, now he lies, 
And for new Beauties, ev'ry Moment dies. 

The [oys, which once he with ſuch Ardor ſougbt, 
Are now (alas!) all vaniſh'd and forgot ; 

Nor art thou ever preſent in his Thought, — 


hut held, my Paſſion hurties we too (ar, 


And makes me think you Falſer than you are, 
' EF Xov'reſare more Honour than to uſe me fo, 
For what J baye endor'd and done for you, 
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6 Love- Letters, 

Forget me! tis im poſſible you ſlicu'd; Ye 
Nay, I believe you cannot it you ou d, Bc 
My Caſe is bad enough, without that Curſe, 

I need not find treth Plagues to make it worſe. 

And when I think with how much Care you ltco:c, y 


To let me ſce at firlt, your dawning Love; © 
When I reflect upon the Bliſs it brought, I; 
The Pleaſure is too great to be forgot; T 
And I ſhou'd think I were uvgratetul grown, * 
Shou'd I not love you, tho” by you undone, T 


Yet oh! the Mem'ry of my former Joys, 
So hard my Fate, my preſent Eaſe deſtroys. 1 
'Tis ſtrange that what gave ſuch Delight before, 
Shou'd ſerve to make me now lament the more,— 


A Thouſand Paſſions, not to be expreſt, 
Your Letter rais'd in my diſtracted Brealt 3 
My vanquiſh'd Senſes, from their Office fled, 
Along time ſtupid on the Ground I laid, 73 
And ſince I've often wilh'd 1 had been Dead. | 
But I unhappily Reviv'd again, 

To ſuſſer greater Torment, greater Pain ; | 
A Thouſand Evils I each Day endure. 1 
Which nothing but the Sight of you can cure; \ 


Ve 


Of your Return, in Portugal to Live. 
cou'd I from this unhappy Cloyſter break, 
Lou thro' the Perils of the World I'd ſec k. 


Love- Letters, 


4 


Tet | Ubmit, without repining too, 
Becaule the Ils I bear proceed from uu. 


An tis becauſe you know the Pow'r you have, 
You uſe me thus, and make me ſuch a Slave. 
Oh!] give me leave to ſpeak ——— 

Is this the Recompence, you think is due, 

To thoſe who ſacrifice their Lives tor you; 

Yet uſe me as you will, to my laſt Breath, 

Tho' loath'd by you, I'll keep my plighted Faith.— 


And did you underſtand what Pleaſure lies 
Jn being Conſtant, you wou'd Change deſpiſe; 
You'll never mect with one wi! prove lo king, 
Tho' in another you more Beauty find. 

Yet I can tell the time, tho' now tis gone, 
(Poor as it is) when mine has pleas'd alone, Seam 


You need not bid me keep you in my Mind, 
Pm too much of my ſelf to that inclin'd, 
can't forget you, nor thoſe Hopes you give 


bi 
a 
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8 Love-Letters, 


I'd follow where you went, without Regret, 

And conſtantly upon your Fortune wait, 

Think not I keep theſe Hopes to caſe my Griet, 
Or bring to my deſpairing Soul Re ief; 

No, I'm too well acquainted with my Fate, 

And know I'm born to be unfortunate, ———— — 


appear, 
That yield a Reſpite tomy wild Deſpair, { 
And ſome ſmall Eaſe afford amidſt my Care, 2 
Tei! me, what made you preſs my Ruin ſo? 
Way with your Craft a harmleſs Maid undo? 
Why ltcive t'enſnare my too unguarded Heart, 
When you were ſure, e er long you ſhou'd depart ? 
What Injury had Ie'erdone to you, 
To make you with ſuch Wiles, my Innocence pur- 


Yet while I write, ſome glimmecing Hopes 2 


- 


But Pardon me, (thou Charmer of my Soul!) 
For I will Charge you with ho Crime at all, 
Let me hear oft from you, where-e'er you are, 
For I methinks ſhou'd in your Fortune ſhare. 
But above all, 1 beg you, by the Love 
Which once you [wore ſhou'd ever conltant prove; 
BY 


N 


CT 


* 


' Love-Letters. 


all thoſe Vews, which you ſo often made, 
Wien on my panting Toſom you have laid: 
Let me no longer this fad Abſtnce Mourn, 
Rut bl{ſ, me, bleſs me, with your kind R-turn, 
dion and yet ſo tender am I grown, 
| now not how to end theſe Lines ſo ſoou; 
Oh that I cou'd but in their Room convey 
My felt, thou Lorely Faithlzfs Man, to Thee! 
Foul that I am ! I quite diſtracted grow, 


And talk of things impoſſible to do; 

Ad cu. — for I can ſay no moe Adieu. 
Love me for ever, an. I'll bear my Fate, 
(Hard as it is) withcut the lealt Revrer, 


: | 


— 
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NS SIEOOU 


\LELBTTER II. 


From a Nun to a Cavalier. 


Las! it is imp ſſible to tell 
Th' Attlitting Pains that injur'd Lovers feel, 


And if my Flame, by what I write, you rate, 
Then have I made my ſelf unfortunate. 

Bleſt ſhou'd 1 be, c u'd your own Breaſt define 
The raging Paſſion tha” I feel in mige; 

But I muſt ne*cr £0) y that happy Fate: 

And if I'm always doom'd to bear your Hate, 
"Tis baſe to uſe me at this Barb'rous rate. 

O! It diſtracts my Soul, when 1 refle 
Upon my ſlighted Charms, and your Neglect: 
And 'tu ill t'your Honour as deſtructive be, 

As is conducive to my Miſery. » 


It now is come to pa's, as then I fear d,. 


When you to leave me, ia ſuch halle f repar d- 5 
al 


＋ 
» 
- 
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; 
9 
. 
o 


Love-Letters. 11 


Fol as I was, to think your Flame was true, 
q True as th' Exct ſlive Love I bear to you ! 
T' increaſe my Torments, all your Acts incline 
To make me Wretched, 1s your whole Deſign, 
Nor wou'd your Paſſion any Eaſe allow, 
I only grounded en my Love for you: 
Bnt l'm ſo far, even from that poor pretence, 
Six Months are paſt, ſince you departed hence; 
Six Tedious Melancholy Months are gone, 
And i've not been ſo much as thought ur on: 
Blind with the Fondneſs of my own Deſire, 
Elſe might have found my Joys wou'd ſoon expire. 
How cou'd I think that you'd contented be, 
To leave your Friends and Native Place for me ? 
Alas Remembrance of wy former Joys 
Adds to the number of my Miſeries, 
Will all my flatt'ring Hopes then prove in vain ? 
Mult Inc'er live to ſee you here again? 
Why may not I once more behold your Charms, 
Once more enfold you in my longing Arms? | 
Why may not I, as heretofore, receive 
Tuoſe ſweet tranſporting Joys, which none but you 


can vive — — 


I ind the Flame that ſet my Soul on Fire, 
In ou was rothiag but a looſe Deſire : 
A 1 
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LETTER II. 


From a Nun to a Cavalier. 


Las! it 15 imp ſſible to tell 
Th' Afflicting Pains that injur'd Lovers feel. 


And if my Flame, by what I write, you rate, 
Then have I made my ſelt unfortunate. 

Bleſt ſhov'd I be, c ud your own Breaſt define 
The raging Pallion tha: I feel in mige; 

But | muſt ne*cr enj y that happy Fate: 

And if I'm always doom'd to bear your Hate, 
'Tis baſe to uſe me at this Barb'rous rate. 

O! It diſtracts my Soul, when 1 reflet 
Upon my flighted Charms, and your Neglect: 
And twill t'your Honour as deſtructive be, 

As tis conducive tomy Miſery, -—— 


It now is come to pa's, as then I fear'd, 
When you to leave me, ia ſuch halle grepar'd: 


Fool 


2 
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Fro! as I was, to think your Flame was true, 
8 True as th' Exc ſliye Love I bear to you ! 
» I increaſe my Torments, all your Acts incline ; 
To make me Wretched, 1s your whole Deſign, 
Nor wou'd your Paſſion any Eaſe allow, 
If only grounded on my Love for you: 
But I'm ſo far, even from that poor pretence, 
Six Months are paſt, ſince you departed hence; 
Six Tedious Melancholy Months are gone, 
And i've not been ſo much as thought upon: 
Blind with the Fondneſs of my own Deſire, 
Elſe might bave found my Joys wou'd ſoon expire. 
How cou'd I think that you'd contented be, 
To leave your Friends and Native Place for me ? 
Alas Remembrance of wy former Joys 
Adds to the number of my Mi ſeries. 
Will all my flatt'ring Hopes then prove in vain ? 
Molt Incerlive to ſee you here again? 
Why may not I once more behold your Charms, 
Once more enfold you in my longing Arms? f 
iy may not I, as heretofore, receive 
Thoſe ſweet tranſporting Joys, which none but you 


can give —— 


; nnd the Flame that ſet my Soul on Fire, ö 
n you was rothing but a looſe Deſire: | 


Love-Letters. 15 


I ſhou'd have Reaſowy, e'er it was too late, 
And fo prevented my approaching Fate : 
My buſie Thoughts were all on you beltow'd, 
I for my own Repoſe not one allow'd : 
So pleas'd was I, whilſt in your Lovely Arms, 
thought my ſelf ſecure from future Harms: 
But yet you may remember, oft I've ſaid, 
You'd be the Ruin ofa barmleſs Maid; 
But thoſe were Notions that Abortive dy'd, 
And I upon your Patt'ring Oaths rely d. 
Cou'd I ceaſe loving you, I lhou'd have Faſe, 
But that's a Cure far worſe than the Diſeaſe; 
And 'tis (alas) impoſſible, I find, 
To raze your Image from my tortur'd Mind; 
And tis a thing which I did ne'er Deſign, 
For your Condition is far worſe than mine; 
You'd better ſhare what my poor Soul endures, 
Than th' empty Joys you find in newA mours. 
So far am I from envying your Fate, 
I rather pity your unhappy State. 
I all your falſe diſſembling Arts delie : 
I know I'm rooted in your Memory, 
And am perhaps, the happieſt of the two, 
Ia that I vow am more employ'd than you, 
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Love-Letteysr, I 


Fri:ey've made me Keeper of the Convent Door, 
"Which is a Place I nc'er ſupply'd before; 
It is an Office I ne'er th he Vhave had 
All who Diſcourle me, think that I am xtad. 
Our Convent tco, mult be as Mad as 1, 
Or they might have perceivꝗ my Incapacity, 


> Oh! ! ow I wiſh to be as bleſt as they 

Vuo as your Servants, your Commands obey 
L thou'd be proud, like one of them to wait 

0 vou, tho' 'twere even ia the meaneſt Stato. 
My Love for „ou; 1 don't at all Repent - 

That you've ſeduc'd me, I am well content, 
Four Rig'rous Abſence, tho''twill fatal prove, 
Yet leſſens not the Vigour of my Love, 

N Paſſions, I to all the World Proclaim, 

And make no Secret of my Raging tame, 
Some Toings Pve dene irregulzr, tis true, 

And glory'd in them, 'cauſe they were for you; 
My Fame, my Honour, and Religion, are 

All made ſubſervient to the Love I bear, 


Whillt Iam Writing, I have no intent, 
Fuat you ſhon'd Anſwer what I now have at: 
Force not your felt, I'll not receive a Word 

1 ou {end which comes net of it's c accagd. 
+ C 
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J 
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If by not writing you do Fale receive. 

So't too to me ſhall Satisfaction pive. © 
To Pardon all your Faults I'm much inclin'a, To ' 


And ſhall te pleas'd to prove Your re not unkind, 


I'm told that France has made a Peacc ; if ſv, 
A Viſit here, then ſure you might beſtow, 
And take me with yon whereſoe'cr you go. 
1hat mult alone at your diſpoſi] be, 
I fear '(alas) it is too good for me. 
Since you ſirſt left this ſad forſaken T lace; 
I've not enjoy'd a Moment's Rea'th or Eaſe 2 
The Accent of your Name my Cares abate, 


Which Ia thouſand times a Day repeat. 


Within our Convent ſome there are, who know 
From whence the Scurce ot all my Sorrows flow, 
Who ſtrive to Eaſe me, and Diſcourſe of you, 


I'm conſtant tomy Chamber, which is dear 
To me, becauſe you've been ſo often there: 
Your Picture as unvaluable I prize, 

And have it always fit before my Eyes : 


The Counterfeit does Satisfaction give; 


rut when I think that I mult never live 
To ſee the Bright, the Fair Original, 
Great are the Horrors, great the Pains I feel, 


Ob 


Love-Letters. 15 


Oh how I'm wrack'd and torn with endleſs Pain 
To think I ne'er mult ſee you here again / 
d. But why ſhou'd it be poſſible to be 
That 1 your lovely Form no more mull ſee ? 
(0,) For ever are you then for ever gone? 
For ever, mult I make my Fruitleſs Moan ? 
No Mariane, thou wilt ſoon have Peace; 
Kind Death approaches, he will give the Baſe. 
Ab me how falt my fainting Spirits fail! 


Farewel, Oh, Vity me! ——- Thou Lovely Man, 
Farewcl, w— 
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If by not writing yon do Faſe receive. 


Love-Lett : 
Ls ers 


So'r too to me ſhall Satisfaction pive. 


To Pardon all your Faults I'm much inclin's, 
And ſhall te pleas'd to prove your re not wohind, 


I'm told that France has made a Pence; it ſo, 
A Viſit here, then ſure you might beſtor, 
And take me with you whereſoe'cr you go. 
1hat mult alone at your diſpoſal be, 


T fear (alas) it is too good for me. 


Since you firſt left this ſad forſaken T lace; 

U'yve not enjoy'd a Moment's Hea'th or Eaſe : 
The Accent of your Name my Cares abate, 
Which Ia thouſand times a Day repeat. 

Within our Convent ſome there are, who know 
From whence the Scurce of all my Sorrows flow, 
Who {trive to Eaſe me, and Diſcourſe of you, 


I'm conſtant to my Chamber, which is dear 
To me, becauſe you've been ſo often there 2 


Your Picture as unvaluable I prize, 


And have it always fit before my Eyes : 

The Counterfeit does Satisfaction give; 

put when I think that I mult never live 

To ſee the Bright, the Fair Original, 

Great are the Horrors, great the Pains I feel. 


. N 
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Oh how I'm wrack'd and torn with endleſs Pain F 
> To think I ne'er mult ſee you here again / 1 
gut why ſhou'd it be poſſible to be «WM 
That I your lovely Form no more mult ſee ? | * 
For ever are you then for ever gone? | 
Fos ever, mult I make my Fruitleſs Moan ? | 
No 4Zariane, thou wilt ſoon have Peace; 
| Kind Death approaches, he will give the Baſe, 


4 
"7 . — 83 . }, | 

ah me ! how faſt my fainting Spirits fail. | 
FarewCl, wo— \ 

} 

| 

I. 


A rr * 
* — 7 - LES -- © 


1 6 


Lode- Letters, 


Ae 


. 


a / 


5 e 
LETTER III. 


From a Nun to a Cavalier. 
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HAT will become of Miſerable me! 
What will the Event of my Misfortunes be! 
How Can I hold, now all my Hopes retire ? 
On them I liv'd, and mult with them expire. 
Where are the cordial Lincs to heal my Pain, 
T' Aſſure me I ſhall ſee you here again? 


Where are the Letters that ſhould bring Relief, 
Compoſe my Soul, and mitigate my Grief? 


Fool'd with vain Projects, I of late deſign'd | 
To ſtrive to calm and heal my tortur'd Mind: 


The ſlender E-ves I have of ſeeing you, 


Joyn'd with tie 


Th' Improbabiliry of your Return, 


The many tedious reltlefs Nights I've born, 


oldneſs of your laſt Adieu, 


"i 

Ki 
| nd ( 
Your 
Then 
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' Your frivolous Execuſes to be gone, 

# . Encourag'd my Deſign, and urg'd nie on; 

L Nor did 1 doubt Succeſs, till, ah a 

5 F found I ſtill muſt love, {till doat, and be undone, 
| 


$ Wretch that I am! compitdats one to bear 
17 e heavy Burthen, which you ought to ſhare. 
Y u're the Offender, and I undergo 
Tie Puniſhment, which ought to fall on you. 
J'is plain, I never yet enjoy'd your Love, 
N He all my Torments can't your Pity more ; 
. ob were the Tranſports, falſe theVows you made 
god only us'd, that I might be betray'd ; 
Your whole Deſigns were to enſnare my Heart, | 
Then cruelly to act a Tyrant's Part. 


„ T abuſe a Lore like mine, is biglily baſe, 
41! cannot but redound to your Diſgrace; 


. 

uo would have thought,when of myLove poſſei: f 
* 25 not eaough to make you ever bleſt, y 
> And tis for your own ſake I'm troubl'd molt, 1 
hben! but think upon the ſoys you've lolt ; 15 


N 
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Nay, did you judge arigbt,- 
The Difference ſoon by you perceiv'd would be, *Ha 


Betwixt Abuſing and Obliging me; Bu 
Betwixt thebleaſures, which you might have pro Fal 
Of Loving much, and being much Belov'd. y 
_ 1 
Such is the Force of my Exceſſive Woe, Pu 
I'm quite inſenſible of what I do 5 I c: 
Ten theuſand dificrent Thoughts diſtract my Mind, Bu 
My rigid Fate can't be by Words delin'd, To 
To Death I love, yet cannot wiſh that you = 
$0uld ſhare the Miſeries I undergo, ? 
To loath, t' have all things odious in your ſight, FT 
Receive no Eaſe by Day, no Reſt by N ight ; Ne 
Jour Soul o erloded with continual Cares, * Fa 
Your Eyes ſtill flowing with a Flood of Tears; A 
Vid you but ſuffer this my Grief for you, © off 
Wou'd quickly finiſh what my own can't do, | YC 
Why do I write £ Shou'd I your Pity move, | | Al 
What good wou'd Pity do without your Love? E. 
{ſcorn it; and my ſelf with equal Scorn | Be 


I !cath, when I reflect on hat i've porn: 


** 
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1 

. Friends I've loſt, and Reputation too, 
„are ran the hazard of our Laws for you: 

Tut what's much worſe, now I all this have done: 
10 Falſe as you are, ev'n you're ungrateful grown, 


8 
1 


? Yet, on! I cannot, cannot yet repent, 
put rather am with all my Ills con tent: 
J cannot grieve at what I've done for you, 
nd, But more for your dear ſake won'd undergo ; 
ro you wouꝰd ſacrifice my Lite and Fame; 
rhey! re yours, which you (and only you) can claim, 
ln ſhort, I'm vex'd with every thing I do; 
Nor can I think m kingly us'd by you. 
Falſe as I am, why domt I die with Shame, 
And ſo convince you of my raging Flame? 
If L had lov'd ſo well, as oft I've ſaid, 
| | You Cruelty, cer this, had ſtruck me Dead. 
; ; No, all this while, *tis you've deluded been, 
And have the greateſt Reaſon to complain. 
$ How cou'd I ſee you go, and yet ſurvive, 
be out of hopes of your Return, and Lire? 
Ie wrong'd you; bat I hope you Will forgive, 
Let grant it not; ; treat me ſeverely (till, 
1 4 Te)! me, that I've abus'd, and us'd you ill, 


* 


4 


o 
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Fe harder {til to pleaſe, increaſe my Care, 

And end my Sufferings with a ſure Delpair, 

A Fate tha''s Tragical wou'd doubtleſs be 

The Way t' endear me to your Memory.“ 

Perhaps too, you'd be touch'd with fuch a Death. 

When you reflect how Pre reſign'd my Breath, 
To me, I'm ſure, twou'd welcome be indced, 

And far to be preter'd before the Lite I lead. 


Farewel, 1 with your Eyes I'd never ſeen, 

But ah my Heart, now contradicts my Pen, 

I find 1'd rather Love, involv'd in Harms, 

Than once to wiſh I n&er had known your Charm, 
And ſince you think not fit to mend my State, 

I'll chearſully (tho' hard) embrace my Fate. 
Adieu. — But promiſe me, when Jam Dead. 
Some pity ing Tears you'll o'er my Aſhes ſhed, 

At leaſt, let my too· ſad Experience prove 
The means to hinder any other Love. 


'Twill yield ſomeEaſe,ſiice I muſt Joſe yourCharms, 


That you'll not revel in another's Arms, 
Neither can you be ſo inhuman ſure, 
To make my Fate aſhlt a new Amour, 
I tear my Lines are troubleſome to you, 
Put you'll forgive my Foolery——adicu, 
All 
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Al me methiaks too often I repeat 


fue Story of my tov unhappy Fate. 
Jet let me pay the Thanks to you 1 ow 


or all the Milerics 1 undergo, 
F tate the State in which 1 liv'd before 
Fic more my Cares increaſc, I'm pleas'd the more. 


= y Foam does greater every Moment grow -— 


And 1 have (till — Ten Thouſand Thouſand Things 
4180 lay to you 
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LETTER IV. 


From a Nun to a Cavalicr, 


E Gods! the Torments that from Love atiſe | 
When the dear Object's abſent from our Eyes 
I'm told you've been by raging Tempeſts toſs d, 
And forc'd to ſeek ſome Hoſpitable Coall. 

The Sea, that is the faithleſs Loyer's Foz, 

I doubt will hardly e er agree with you. 

And ob! my Fears, for Dangers you may meet 
Make me my own Tormenting Pains forget. 


But is your Friend then more concera'd to know |} 


Than 1, the Perils that you undergo ? 
If not, how comes it that you cou'd afford 
To. write to him, whillt I have not a Word? 


Why do talk ? What cou'd I e'ſe expect? 


But baſe Iogratitulde, and cold Neglect? 
From 
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| 1 rom one, who lighting all which once he ſwore, 


our ſreks new Beauties on a Foreign Shore 
Fet Heay'n avert it's Wrath, nor may'{t thou be 
er punilly'd for thy Treachery to me. 


For faithleſs as you are, I'm flill inclin'd, 


{ot to rerenge, but rather to be kind.. 


N "T's plain, I'm now the leaſt of all your Care, 
Tl: you'd have ſome regard to my Deſpair, 

Jt I, tho? wrack'd and torn with endlc{s Pain, 
o one raentleſs as the Grave complain, 

t I, fond 11 regardleſs of my Fame, 

Stil cheriſh and indulge this fatal Flame; 

Eu rain my Reaſon offers to per ſ ade, 

; ſcorn it's Counſel, and contemn 1.'s Aid, 

An! ſind a Pleaſure in my being Mad. 


ad you but with this Coldneſs been poſſeſt, 


When firſt you raisꝰd thoſe ru mults in my Breaſt g 
low many Plagues had it from me detain'd ? 
Hoy calm ? how eaſie ? had I now remain d? 


4 But where's the Woman wou'd not have believ'd 


Pour Arts, and not have been (ike me) deceiv'd? 


uo cou'd your num'rousOaths and Vows miſtruſt) 
bo cou'd have thought that you ſhou'd pre ve 
Hi unjuſt The 
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The frequent Proteſtations that you made 
Wou'd have a Heart more firm than mine bett 


"Tis hard to think the Man whom once we le 4 
Shov'd falſe, ſhou'd cruel, and ungrateful proxe, 
Nay, I'm ſo talte, I've already mace, 

Excuſes tor you, and wou'd faia perſwade 


My too too cred lous Heart, that I am not be 
tray'd, 


It was yaur Converſe that at ſirſt refin'd, | 
My Ignorant and, till then, unpoliſh'd Mind, | 
"Twas from your Paſſion that I caught this Flame 
That is deſtructive to my Eaſe and Fame: 

In yain 'gainſt you I {trove my Heart to arm, 
For you in every Action had a Charm. 

Your pleaſing Humour, and the Oaths you ſwore, 
Made me believe you ever wou'd adore. 

But now (alas) thoſe grateful Thoughts are fled, 
Ani alimy Hopes are with my Pleaſures dead, 

I figh and weep, a Thouſand Plagues poſſeſs 

My Soul, and give me not a Moment's Faſe. 
Great were my paſt Delights, I muſt confeſs 
Exceſhve were the Joys, and vaſt the Bliſs, 


Dat 1 oh cruel Fate! my Migries are not 
. lets 
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8 Wy with fuch Wi'es then did you draw me 07 
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ö Had T1 with Artifice e'er drawn you on, 

$1 hat I molt deſir'd, have ſeem'd to hun; 

ad I the cunning Arts of Women us'd 

; nd with feign'd Scorn your Gen'rons Love abus d; 
11 my growing Flame with Care ſupprelt, 
en firſt 1 found it riſi g in my Breaſt ; 

1 ay, when! found I lov'd, had I concea!'d 

| y Paſſion, nor to you my Soul reveal'd, 

hat for your Hate had been ſome [mall pretence, 
Flat you might now have urg'd in your Defence. 
But — 

7 tar was I from vſing ſuch Deevit, 

My cart was never conſcious of a Cheat. 

440 10 ſoonet of zour Paſſion kacw, 

ut frankly I return's the like to 10. 


Vet you, 'tho I was blindly fond, cou'd ſee, 
t lan rant what the Conſe1nence wou's be. 


5 
Jo leave me wretched, hope leſs and un lone? 


WF. knw you ſhou'd not long continue here, 
cid you make me love but to deſpair ? 

1 was! ſingld out alone to be 

1 T.' u1'appy Object of your Cruelty ? —— 


N 
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1 .* * ** js 
Sure in this Country you might thoſe have met, h 


Who were for your coarſe Purpoſes more ſit; 
Such who by frequent Uſe had got the Pow'r 
To give their Hearts but for the preſent Hour, 
Who of your Falſeneſs never wou'd complain, 
Nor give themſelves for you a Moment's Pain. 
Is't like a Lover then, to uſe me ſo; 

Me! who wou'd give up all I have for you? 
Is it not rather like a Tyrant done, 

To ruin aud dellroy what is your own ? ——— 


Had you but [ov'd ſo truly as you ſaid, ? 
You never from me in ſuch hafte had fled» 
But you! how eafie did you go away? 
Nay, ev'n ſeem'd pleas'd you cou'd no longer ſlay, 
The few Excuſes that you mede to go, 
How ſlight they were ? but any thing wou'd do, 
To fly from one already nauſcous grown, | 


That Jov'd you but too well, and trulted you tos Þ 
oon. | 


"00 


And I muſt now return to ſerve my Prince. 
Why was not that nice Honour thought on then, 


When you deluded me to give up ming ? 
Tho 


. 
7 
% 


My Friends (you cry) and Honour call me here, 
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This was all Fiction, which you did deviſe, 

| © o ſeem leſs gui'ty, and to blind my Eyes, 

ut ah! I ſhou'd have too much Bliſs enjoy'd, 

} tight I with you have liv'd, with you have dy'd.-. 
By only Comfort is, I've been to you, 

2 of this Abſence, coaſtant, juſt and true; | 4 
4 nd can you then, who all my Thoughts controul, . 
F ind know the inmoſt Secrets of my Soul, | 
a an you be ſo regarcleſs of my Pray'r, 

A abandon me for ever to Deſpair ? 

\ ou ſez I'm mad, but yet I'll not Complain 

5 ror 1'm ſo us'd to ſuffer your Diſdain, 

| Friar now I find a Pleaſure in my Pai 


ets 


— 


But what's my greateſt Curſe, thoſe Things no 
more 
can pleaſe me now, which us'd to pleaſe before. 


My Friends, Relations, and my Convent too, 

Are Odious all, an all deteſted grow, 

ay, ev'ry thing that not relates to you. 

ö FThe fleeting Hours of each ſucceeding Day, 

F 1 not on you beftow'd (I think) are thrown 3. 


Way, — — 
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So great's my Love, and with ſu:hPow'r does Rule, 
1 takes up ths whole Buſineſs of my Soul, 
{4 D 2 Why 
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Why then, t expreſs this Paſſion, ſhou'd — 
For tis impoſhble 1 thou'd ſurv ive 
This reſtlels State, aud with Invitt'rence 176 


do much 1 now am chang'd from what I was, 
That all oblerve and wonder at the Cauſe. 
My Mother cludes, and urges me to tell 
What tis creates my Grief, aud what I ail, 
I hardly know what Anſwer I have made, 
Bat | belicve that 1 have all hetruy'd. 
The moſt ſevere and hardeſt Hearts re'ent, 
And are with ''ity touch'd at my Complaint, 
To Cruel Thee alone 1 figh in vain, 
For all the World beſi.les compalhonates my P. is. 


Tis ſeldom chat you write, and when you do, 
Your Coldnels ev'ry Line do.s plainly ew. 
Tis all but Repetition and Conſtraint, 


Dull is cach Word, and cach Exprethon taint, — | 


My kind Companion took ine t'other Day, 
To the Bacon that looks towards Mertola. 
The Sight fo ſtruck my Heart, that while I Hood, 
Strait from my Eyes 4 briny Deluge flow'd, 


N 
| 


tuen return'd, and firove to eaſe my Care, 
it all my thouglits brought nothing but Deſpair, 
Fuat others do to help me in my Grief, 


[ids only to my Pains, and brings me no Relicl, - 


* From that Bacon, I often took Delight 


Fo ſte you paſs, and Janguiſh'd tor the Sight. 

oss there that fatal Day I chaac'd to be, 

When firlt my Heart reſign'd it's Liberty, 

Nuwas there I drew the Poylon trom your Eyes, 

4 vas there this raging Paſhon had it's Riſe, 

$icchonghts on me alone you ſeem'd to paze, 

And careleſs look? d on ev'ry other Face, 

ud u hen you ſtop'd, I fondly thought to me 

A'was meant, that I your Lovely Shape might ſce. 
* 

I call to mind what Trembling ſei-'d my Breaſt, 

Fa sd by a Leap giv'n by your prancing Beaſt, 


car concern'd in all your Actions was, 


flatter d my ſeli I was of ſome the Cauſe. 


SW hat follow'd, to relate 1'll now forbear, 


Leit you appear more Cruel than you are, 


Pd "twill perhaps your Vanity iocreaſe, 
o lid my Labours have no more Succeſs, 
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D 2 Foo! 


« — 


———˙—ð;ðẽ. 9ñ3HBm 22 —xñꝑñĩ˙—kév OY 


— 
— 


— 


>.< 


«4 — . —— —— 
— — — 2 2 
— —— = — 


—_ + 
— ——— 
d—_——— }. ** 


— 
—— 


30 Love- Letters, 


Fool as I am, to think to move you more 
By Threats, tan all my Love cou'd do before. 
Too well (alas) I know my Fate to come, 
And you're tov too unjuſt, to make me doubt u 
Doom. 


Since 1 am not allow'd your Love to ſhare, 
All Ills in Nature I have cauſe to fear. 
I {hou'd be pleas d, did all our Sex admire 
Your Clarins, if you did not return the Fire, 
But there's no 1 ear, I by Experience know 
None erer long will be ador'd by you, 
You eaſily enough forget my Charins, 
Without the taking others to your Arms, 
By Heav'ns I love, I doat to that degree, 
That fince, I find you're ever loſt to me; | 
1 wiſh you'd ſme | xcule to hide your Crime, 
That to the World you might leſs Guilty ſeem. | 
'Tis true, 'twou'd make my Caſe but ſo much wor? | 
But then, 'twou'd adyantag<Ous be to yours. 


While you are free in France, perhaps the Fei B 


Ot nyt returning Loe for Love may keep a 


there. p 
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en mind not that, if you I ſometimes ſce, 


- 


I all contented with my Fortune be, 
Fro know one Country holds my Love and me. 


1 

' Why with vain Hopes do I my Realn blind, 
To one leſs doating you may prove more kind? 
5. ie in auothet may a Conqueſt gain, 

Oreater than mine, with all the eudleſo Pain 
Of conſtant Love, w hich I've endur'd.for you 2 
But, oh! from me take warning what you do; 
E Retract your Heart c'er yet it is too late, 

And think upon my too too wretched Fate; 
J Reflect upon my endleis Mileries, 

I Deſpair, Dilſtractions, and my Jealouſtes 

E Think on the Truſt that I've repos'd in you, 

| he Extravagance which all my Letters [hew, 


I wellremember, you in Farneſt ſaid, 
| For one in France you once a Paſli on had, 


—— 
AAA 


5 It the's the Reaſon why you don't return, 
1 be free, and let me thus no longer mourn, 
1 5 For it my Hopes and Withes are but vain, 
00 : Tell me the Truth 

EY Ard cad at once my wretched Lite and Pain. 


To 
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To me her Picture and her Letters ſend, 
They'll make me worſe, or elſe my Fate amen, 
Such is tlie State of miſerable me, 

That any Change wou'd adyantagious be. 

Your Brothers and your Siſters ſend me too, 

All will be dear to me, that's ſo to you. 


Afethinks I con'd ſubmit to wait upon 
The Happy Woman that your Heart has won, 
So humble am I made by all your Scorn, 
And the ill Uſage that from you I' re born; 
Scarce dare I ſay, I may my ſelt allow 
To Jealous be, without diſpleating you. 
Fain wou'd I think that 1 miſtaken am, 
And fain perſuaded be, that you are not to blame, 


The Perſon that's to bear theſe Lines to you, 
Wants to be gone, and does impatient grow, 
I thought, in this, not to have giv n Offence, 
Put yet I'm fall'n into Fxtravagence, 


And now methinks tis time that I had done, þ 
But I've no Power to erd theſe Lines ſo ſoon, ' 3 1 
Nor force the pleaſing Viſion ſrom my Sight; | 5 
My Lovely Charmer's preſent while I Write. 


Ne. 


. 1 
* 
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IT velve ſolitary Months are almoſt peſt 
ce in your trembling Arws you held me taſt, 
WW fondly to my Ruin me Embrac'd. 


lierce and true as mine, I thought your Flame, 
„oh! b:licy d *twou'd always be the ſame, 
Fer cou'd I think, that when yon had enjoy'd 
Favours, with them you'd ſo ſoon be cloy'd: 
0 that the Dangers of the Sea you'd run, 

0 rn Rocks and Pirates too, that you might (hun 
lid that lov'd 'tke me, and is by you undone. 
0 c, thou Faithleſs Man! and call to miad 


at I've endur'd for you, yet not repin'd, 
Wd tell we, can this Treatment then be kind 2 


he Officer now preſſes me tu've done 

Letter, or (he ſays) he muſt be gone; 

Is as impatient as if he, like you, 

re running from another Mi“ reſs too, 

ewe! from me you parted with more eaſe, 
erh p. for cyer too) than I can do with this, 


5 


My Mind a thouſand pleaſing Notions frames, 
I cou'd call jou many tender Names: 


: 

1 
| 5 
Kod 


Morg 
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More dear than is my Life to me, are you; 
And dearer far than I imagine too: 


Sure never any yet ſo cruel proy'd, 
To be ſo Barb'rous, when ſo well Belov's, 


'Tis hard to end. See I begin a new 
And th' Officer won't {tay ; well, let him go: | 
T write to entertain my ſelf, not you ( 
And tis ſo long, you'll never read it thro'. 4 
Gods! how have I delery'd ſach Plagues as theſe og 1 
And why was you pick d out to ſpoil my Peace | 
Oh! why was I not Born where I might pass 
In Ignorance and Happineſs my Days ? Th- 
is too too much to bear, no Tongue can tell That 


What I endure — Farewcl —falſe Man For { 

Farewel Ic : 
See ! fee ! how Miſerable I'm made by you, All i! 
When I dare not ſo much as ask your Love 4c: 3 
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Trom a Nun 10 à Cavalier, 
1 


(11 pe, by th' different Air ot this, you'll find 


? That, as I'vechang'd my Stile, I've chang'd my 
| Mind. 


Th. Snbltance of theſe Lines will 100 you know 
| bit you're to take them tor my laſt Adieu: 
Ir ſince your Love is palt Redemption gone, 
Me ro Pretence to juſti ſie my own. 
at! have of yours, ſhall be convey'd 
dia oo, without ſo much as mention made 
your loath'd Name; the Pacquet hall not beat 
Moſe Letters which I now deteſt to hear. 


In Donna Brites I can well confide, | 
and whom, you know, I've other ways employ'd 3 | q 
Wor PiQture ſhe'll (and all that's yours) remove, 
T ole once endearing Pledges of your Lore: 

2 A 
: 4 
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A thouſand times I've hd a ſtrong D. fire 
To tear and throw them in the Flaming Fire; 


But I'm a Fool, too eaſie in my Pain, 
And ſuch a gen'cous Rage can't entertain, 


Wou'd but the Story of my Cares creat? . 
The like to you, methinks 'twou'd mine abate, LE 
Your Trifles, I muſt own, went near my Heart, 
With them I fonnd it difficult to part, 

To what was yours I bore ſuch mortal Love, 

Tho' you your ſelf did quite iodiff'rent prove, | 
They've colt me many a Sigh, and many a Tear, | 
And more Diſtraction than you e'er ſhall hear. . 
My Friend, 1 ſay, now keeps them in her Power, 1 
And I am never to beho'd em more; 
She them will ſecretly to you convey, 
Without my Knowledge haſten them away; 
Tho' for a Sight I on my Knees ſhou'd lie, 
The more 1 pray, ſhe muſt the more deny, 


Ne'er had I known the Fury of my Flame, 
Had I not try'd my Paſſion to reclaim ; 
Nay, to attempt a Cure I'd ne'er begun, ; 
Con'd I've foreſcen the Hazards I muſt un: 1 


Love- Letters. 


bg: ſure 1 am, Icou d with greater Eaſe 
pott your Scorn, as rig tous as 1 15s 


ther than to retain the dreadful Thought, H 
Mt Abſence mult for ever be my Lot., Y 
I ſhou'd be happy, if I cou'd be Proud, \ 


f d with the Nature of our Sex endow'd: "0 1 
@'d I dcfpile you, and your Aclions ſcorn, 
And be reveng'd for all.the Ills I've born. 


Tool as I am, to let my Hopes rely 
one who ſtrives t'increaſe my Milery ! 
1 talk of Truth and of Sincerity ; 


— ä — — — — * 


= I both are what you never {hew'd to me, 
1 tell you what I've born, tis now too late, 
(bor th' molt oblig'd, and yet the molt ingrate) 
Tet | it ſuffice, I all your Falſhoud know; ly 
A all J ask for what I've done tor you. p 


3 Write no more; I'll ſome Invention find 4 
#0 tear your Image trom my tortur'd Miad, io 
* 1 
l too muſt now forbear to write to you, \# 
; 0 a Relapſe ſhouꝰd by that means enlue ; 4 


* the Event of this, I've no Delite to know, 
1 1. e- 
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,jethinks you ſhou'd enough contented be 
With th' Ills you have already brought on 16; 
dure now you need no more moleſt my Egle, 
Or ſhake the structure of my future Peace, 
Do you but leave me in uncertainty, 

hope in time I ſhall at quiet be: 

"Tis not impoſſible, but I may find 

A Love as true, as you have been unkind. 

Fut what will Love that any-Man ſhall ic; 
Afford to me, without I love him too ? 

Why ſhou'd his Arwrous Paſhon more incline 
To moie my Heart, than yours was moy' ! 


mine ? 

And I perceive, by what I now endure, 

That the firſt Wounds of Love admits no Cure, 
All ſorts of Remedies then prove in vain, 
Ware ne'er recover'd to cur ſelves again; 

So fixt, and ſo immutable's our Fate, 

W are doom'd to Love, tho w'are repaid with H 1 


: Lol! 

I'm ſure I cou'd not ſo hard-hearted be, . 
To treat another as you've treated me: pe 
Provided you was to another chang'd, iS : 


Of you I cou'd not that way take Revenge, . 


'O balls, on Viſits, and their Finery ; 


| Mt by Reflection daily fan the Fire, 


# 


» 
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J'd fain perſwade my ſelf a Nun ſhou'd nz'er 

fic the Paſſhons of a Cavalier ; 

I if a nan wou'd by his Reaſon move, 

, liſtreſs in a Convent is molt fit for Love; 4 
ole in the World do all their Thoughts employ * 


Ingreaſe their Husbands Jealouſies and Cares, 
Mill thoſe who favour us have no (ſuch Fears. 
As | we've nothing here to change Deſite, 


X | 

1 not have you think that I maintain | | 
Thc Arguments, in hopes I may regain 

Your Lore; too well I know my Deſtiny ; 

IMways vas, and {till muſt wretched be. N 

Ven peu was here, I did no Reſt enjoy: 7 


| Fecſeor, for fear of Infidelity ; 


When Giltant, Abſence did my Eaſe deſtroy, 


FB ways trembled while you was With me, 

l you'd be found, and come to Injury: 

BW billtin the Field, both Lives in Danger were; 
"Fear of my Parents did inercaſe my Care. 


bat "tis plain, ev'n at the beſt; my Mind 
i as diſturb'd as I at preſent find: 
E. 2 
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Since you left me, had you hut once ſeem'd k 
I Hhou'd have followed, and not been conſin'd. 
Alas ! what then wou'd have become of me, 
T'have brought a Scandal on my Family; 
Thaye loſt my Parents ard my Honour toc, 
And, after all, to be deſpis'd by you ? 


What Thoughts ſoever you of me contain, 
Ire · conjure ye ne'er to write again: 
Met hinks you ſhou'd ſometimes reflect upon 
The baſe ungen rous Injuries youve done. 


No Woman ſure did e'er ſo eaſy prove 


What did you ever do to g2in my Love ? 
You wasthe firſt that to the Army went ; Fo 
To ſtay the longeſt there, the belt content? T! 
Did you more careful of your Perſon grow, BH 
Altho' upon my Knees I beg'd you wou'd do lo * ID Ke 
Did you e'cr ſtrive to fix in I ortuga!, * 


A place where you was ſo be lov d of all ? 

Your Brother's Letter hurry'd you away, 

On the Receipt of it you'd not a Moment (tay ; * 
And I'm inform d you ne er was pleaſed more 
Than when on Board, a making from our Shore. 


ws 
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* 


5 can't deny, but you deſerve my Hate, 90 


al may thank my ſolf ſor all my Fate: * 
Ir as too free, and gave my Heart too ſoon, 4 
Arc brought upon my ſelt the Ils I've undergone. 4 | 

Ms from Love alone, Love ne'er will riſe, . 

| It muſi be rais'd by Skill and Artiſice. 2 

Pour firlt Veſign was to enſaare my Love. 1 


o 


i nothing wou'd have ſpar'd, that might ſucce ſo- 
tu] prove: 

| Nay, I believe, if it had needful been, 

Rather than fail'd, you wou'd have lov'd again; 

But you found eaſier ways to work upon, 

Aud thought it beſt to let the Love alone. 


perfidious Man! which way can you atcne 
For th Baſe and Treacherous Aﬀronts you've done? 
The Blinding Paſſion now is vaniſh'd quite, 
That kept the Foulneſs of them from my Sight ; 
Never muſt my Tormented Soul have Eaſe ? 
hen ſhail T be, thou Cruel Man, at Peace ? 


With 2 while you yet perhaps may hear, 
4 bare a Letter from vour injur'd Fair, 


2 
* 
> 
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To let you know that ſhe is at Repoſe 


Free of the Torments that from you aroſe. 
Oh ! what a Pleaſure it will be to me, 


Without Concern, t'accuſe you of your Treachicry 


When I've ſorgot the wracking Pains ye born, 
And able am to Talk of you with Scorn ! 


| You've had the better, it is plainly prov'd, 


Becauſe I you have put of Realon lov'd; 

But by the (oi queſt you've ſmall Honour won, 
For I was Young and eaſily undone : 

I, while a Child, was Cloyſter'd, Knew no hurt, 
Diſcours'd with none but of the Vulgar ſort, 

And what belong'd to Flatt'ry never knew, 

Till I unbappily was taught by you 2 

You'd 2 good Character of ev'ry one, 

Which you made uſe of to entice me on. 


My Indigration, and your Falſhood too, 
Makes me at preſent much diſorder'd grow 3 
But I alurc you, I will ſhortly find 
Some means or other to releaſe my Mind. 
Perhaps you may take a Way to cale my Care, 


Which, when tis Acted, you'll be pleas'd to hears 


Ton 
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pool as Tam, to ſay thus o'erand o'er, Fs. 
the (ame that I've ſo often ſaid before ? | | 

' 4 
ery @f you a Thought I mult not entertain, Mi 
„ þ Apdfancy too Incer {hall write again, al 
Fr what occaſſon's there, that I to you 

1 4 

Fou'd be accountable for all I do? * 


1313 
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The End of the Nun's Letters. 
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A SONG. 


T Cynthia's Feet I ſigh'd, I pray'd 
And wept ; yet all the while 
The cruel unrelenting Maid 
Scarce paid me with a Smile. 


duch 


18. 


48 New Meſccllantow Poems, 


- - - + 
- — 1 
0 = 2 4 
2 * . < 
. Ix YR 
— OC 


F Such fooliſh tim'rous Arts as theſe | IJ 
'S Wanted the Power to Charm ; . 
[ They were too innocent to pleaſe, | wc 

They were too cold to warm. 55 


6 
* 


Reſol vd, L'roſe, and ſoftly preſt 
The Lillies of her Neck; 

Wich longing eager Lips I kilt 
The Roſes of her Cheek. 


Charm'd with this Boldneſs, ſhe relents, 
And burns with equal Fire 3 : 

To all my Withes the conſents, 
And crowns my fierce Deſire. | 


With heat like this Pigmalion moy'd 
His Statue's icy Charms 

Thus warm'd, the marble Virgin lov'd, 
And melted in his Arms, 


5 
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The Apvice. 


CT 7 Oung Damon, once the happieſt Swain, 
V Ihe pride and Glory of the Plain, 

vet fee tht effects of Love 
Depriv'd of all his former reſt, 
Maa'd Company, with Grief opprelt, 
And ſought the thickeſt Grove. 


: Tb Nymphs and Swaias all lirove to find 

Whit 'twas dilturb'd the Shepherd's Mind, 

S But when they beg'd to know, m 
Je Only ſhook his Crogping Head, 

d fighing, mournfully he ſaid, 

y Fate will have it fo. 


; 


F 
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Ayrtilla hearing of his Woes, 

Came too, and kindly ask'd rhe Cauſ: 
Of all his mighty Pain; 

The Youth, tranſported and amaz'd 

To hear her Charming Voice, ſoon rais'd 
His Head, and thus began: 


I Love, but 'tisa Nymph fo Fair, 
That I of all Succeſs Þeſpair, 
And nought expect but Scorn: 
And, oh ! forgive, ſince ask'd by yon, 
If farther 1 my Tale purſue, 

And ſay for you I burn. 


The Nymph then blu{h'd, and ſmiling ſaid, 
And is it thus you Court a Maid, 
With ſighing and with pining ? 
In Love, the want of Confidence 
Is worſe by half than want of Sence, 
Riſe Man, and leave your Whining. 


SY 
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Ader ſtauding ſhe talk'd kindly 
= of him in her Sleep. 


Alia, you ſtrive in vain to hide 
| ( Your Secrets from your Lorer; 
For, '(pite of all your Art and Pride, 
our Dreams your Thoughts dilcoyer, 


F 2 Put 


1 


But prithee ſay what is't does make 
This diff'rence in your Mind r 
Why are you ſo ſevere awa ke, 
And when aſleep fo kind? 


All Day whatever Looks I meet, 
You dart from ſcornful Eyes; 
And, tho' I languiſh at your Feet, 

My Paſhon you deſpiſe. 


Yet ſince at Night, when void of Art, 
Much kipdex Things you ſay, 

711 think 'tis then you ſkow your Heart, 

And Counterfeit all Day, 
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lol a thouſand Reſolutions frame 
. quench my raging and ſuces ſbleſs Flames» 

o' to my felt 1 frequently have ſwore, 

Thit I won'd be a whining Fool no more; 

My, I thought too that I ſhou'd Keep my Vow 3 
Mt who can keep it, if he looks on you? 

Me Sight, one ſingle Glance of you alone 

Mc me forget, what I before had done. 


0 cela ſure there's Magick in thy Face, 
Ib: 1 en it cou'd for ever gaze; 
yes {till find freſh Beauties to admire, 
14 meet treſh Charms, to raiſe my Paſſion bigh'c : 
f ＋ 2 And 
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And tho'a thouſand Times your Form I View, 15 fn” 
Yet ev'ry time I find out ſomething new. An 
Thou Heavenly Maid! for my Misfortunes born, ? Stil 
On whom 1 coat, tho' you my Paſſion ſcorn, Pot 
Say, why am I condema'd to bear your Hate? Wt ,, 
Why muſt 1 periſh by fo hard a Fate? Vo. 
Yo! 
Leander, from his Love by Storms reſtrain, 
Raving from off the Shore, aloud complain'd z 
Curſt his hard Fate upon the Sandy Beach, Yo 
And thought himſelf the molt unhappy Wretch. PEE 
; But then he knew not what it was to bear, Pic 
| The Storms and Tempeſts of an angry Fair ; Th 
For his dear Hero was all kind and ſweet, Ar 
And did his Flame with equal Raj tures meet. Br, 
Her Form was lovely, tender was her Mind; 144 
For him ſhe Janguiſh'd, and for him ſhe pin'd. WW 
Had ſhe but frown'd, had ſhe but been ſevere, Inu 
He wcu'd have ond, the re peſts of the Air | Al 


Leſs to be fear'd, than is an Angry Fair. 


7 n 2 


Oh! cou'd I but expreſs how well I love, 
It muſt, it cou'd not but, your Pity move 


r 


4 
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ja Thoughts of you I paſs each tedious Day, 
And when ſoft Sleep has chas'd my Cares away, 


Still to my Eyes your Form my Dreams convey, 
both Night and Day you rule with equal Pow'r, 


* Awake Ilanguiſh, and aſleep adore : 


3 
4 
hk Y 


Your Name for ever dwells upon my Tongue; 
You are the conltant Subject of my Song. 


No other Muſe do I invoke but you ; 
You make the Lover and the Poet too; 
And did my Flame the lealt Acceptance meet, 


Did you my boundleſs Paſſion kindly treat, 


Thy Beauties 1'd thro' ey*cy Grove proclaim, 
And ev'ry Swain ſhou'd learn thy charming Name; 


Each Youth, each Nymph ſhou'd ſing of Celia's 
Praiſe, 


celia ſhousd live for ever in my Lays; 
With care ful Art 1'd poliſh ev'ry Line, 


| Inev'ry Word my cælia's Charms ſhou'd ſhine, 


And ſo, like Thee, my Verſe ſhou'd be Divine. 


AP 
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Miranda. 


| $ Shipwreck'd Men, upon the angry Seas, 
ö With Fear behold their Death before thc! 


| Eyes, 


Cloath'd with D-ſpair, void of all Hope, they ſtriye 
To ſave their Bark, anJ keep themſelves alive; 

I Ev'n ſo, fair Maid, I wreckt on Seas of Love, 

To thy Divine enthralling Arms wou'd move, 

Thy Eye's the Star by which my Courſe 1 ſteer, 
Which if abſconded, drive me on Deſpair, 


Thy Smiles are Charms, which quell the furious 
Tide; 


Love is the Pilot, Love the onely Guide ; 
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Thy Frowns are Blaſts that overturn my Bark, | 

4nd quite confound the Pilot and his Mark, 1 4 

if 

* Forbear, Cœleſtial Nymph 1 forbezr to frown; £1 
Baſt not my Hopes, nor plunge me hcad!/ong down 3 by | 

14 


With Smiles conduct me to the diltant Shore, i 
Aud beat me back with furious Frowns no more ; it 
Free from the Storms of the tempeſtuous Tide, 

At Anchor in your Arms ſecurely let me ride, 


W N N 


The 
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The PunisuMeNT. 


| Þ jp a Young deceitful Swain, 5 
Pretends to ev'ry Fair, 22 

Tells all he meets, he Cies with Pain | 

Unleſs they hear his Pray'r, 


Cup 

He Vows and Swears he long has born A l 

. . X ſ 

Their Beauties mighty Pow'r, : a 

Implores they'd not deſtroy with Scorn, 

But kindly yield a Cure, vor 

| | i 

Each lovely Nymph, as kind as fairy put 

Believes the perjur'd Youth ; | | x 
Tells kim he need not long Deſpair By 


If what he ſays is Truth. 


: 
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weich feigned Tranſport then poſſeſt, 
He calls the Gods to take 
; Revenge, and all his Days molelt, 


's I{c'er his Oath he break, 


- 
hes Conltancy to all he ſwore, 
| Fut conſtant proves do none; 
rold each he ſaw, he'd her adore, 
And ſhe ſhou'd rule alone. 


Tue Nymphs thus wrong'd, to Love complain, 
Beg he wou'd take their part, 
And wound the falſe, the faithleſs Swain; 
With his ſevereſt Dart, 


"Cupid in Anger draws his Bow, 
Makes Damon feel its Pow'r, 
* Cordemns him now to undergo 
The Pain he feign d belore, 


Tormented thus, each Fair he ſues 


To heal his raging Pain; 
but now each Fair his Crimes accuſe; 
From all he meets Diſdain. 
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He prays, they don't his Prayers regard, 
They fly, ſtill he purſues, 

Dies with Deſpair; a Juſt Reward 
For all his broken Vows. 


p., 


F 
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Writ in a Young Lapv'| Pp 
Prayer=book. y 


HIS Book to you will uſcleſs be | P 
£ F Till you learn o. to Love like me. MB 
Cloe, if you c'er Hope to move 27 
The Sacred Pow'rs that dwell above, 
Then pity me, who am in Love : 

For Heaven will no Mercy ſhow, ' 

To thoſe who Tyrannize below: 

Your Prayers will never reach the $kics 
If you Itill Morther with your Fycs, 


8 
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PHILLIS. 


Hillis has each enchanting Art 
That can the Soul enſnare ; 


Fit wins her Lover's ealy Heart, 


| Then wracks him with Deſpair, 


* iN tempting Looks and flatt'ring Smiles 
Too {oon a Corquelt gains; 

Mikes him a Slave to all her Wiles, 

Then leaves him in his Chains, 


G 


Impe— 
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Imperious, ſhe docs Tyrannize, 


And wounds each harmleſs Swain; 82 
Firſt ſooths his Hope with matenleſs Joys, t 25 
Then gives eternal Pain. 2 * 
5 


Ye Youths, who han't alrehdy knowr 
The Magick of her Eyes, 

Ze rul'd, and from the Eochantreſs cun, / 
Leit you become lier Pilze. 


he Hook does lye beneath the Bait; 
With Smiles [he'll draw you on; 

But ſoon you'll find, when 'tis too late, 
You're by her Frowns undone. 


ADVICI Sho; 
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ADVICE 


T O 


Miranda. 


= Mapan, 
Our beaut'ousCharms are toberfection grown, 
* And Nature ſeems to boaſt of you alone; 
Sh' has ſhowa the utmoſt that her Art can do, 
Admires her Skill t' have form'd a Work ſo true; 
ruhe juſt Proportion that your Features Join, 
$517 they were faſhion'd by a Hand Divine. 


G 2 Mi. 
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Miranda, ſince the Gods have took ſuch Care 
To make yon, as their own loy'd Angels, fair, 


You * while Young, t increaſe the bea uta 2 
ore, Ad 


C 
» 0 42 1 
That future Ages may your Charms adore. | 


Al Flelh is fr:jl, and ſubject to Decay 

And faireſt Lillies ſoonelt lad: away: 

Youth hat!) it's Springs, and when the Scaſon's o'r, 
It fades and falls, and never riſes more. 


The Gods deſign'd, that our Poflerity 
Shou'd {hare the Happineſs as well as we 2 
You ought to at what Nature's Laws require, 


* . | 

And not with you to let your Cha: ms expire, 8 
When Cruel Death the Fatal Blow hall give, And! 
In ſpite of him, your Charms will then ſurvive, Fes lp 


Your Beaut'ovs Form in future & ges h ine, 
And be as Laſting as it is Div ine. 
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ON 


CELIA 


EE with what Majeſty ſhe goes; 

Her awful Front a Goddeſs ſhows, 
nd in her Looks ſuch Graces ſhine 

As ſpeak the Nymph to be Divine: 

Fer Charms in them wou'd raiſe a Fire, 

Where Impotence had chin d Deſire. 

Jelt thus appear'd the Queen of Love; 

When Juno and Minerva {trove 

on 1da's Top, which of the three 

Shou d to the Apple Heireſs be, 
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When Paris ſat to hearci e Suit, 
And to decide the grand Diſpute, 
In vaia Proud %u promis'd Crowns, 
Immortal Honour and Renown ; 
In vain Minerva promis'd Wit, 
And Conquelt to attend on it; 
The Shepherd ſcorn'd thoſe loſty Toys, 
And much more priz'd his Country Joys 3 
His Soul Ambition cou'd not move ; 
That only cou'd be done by Love. 


Fair Venus found the Truth of this, 
When the declar'd he ſhou'd poſſeſs 
The faireſt Form the Earth e'er bleſt, 
The Shepherd, who was Deaf before 
To Juno's Pride, and Pallas Pow'r, 
No longer with himſelf bethought 
Which of the three ſhou'd have his Vote, 
But ſtrait to Venus gave the Pall 3 
From v hence her Beauty's Queen we call, 
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But ſhou'd fair Venus [lrive once more, 
For th' Golden Ball, as heretofore, 
And Celia (land Competitor ; 
$hou'd Paris, with impartis! Eyes, 
Then to the fairelt judge the Prize; 
Venus wou'd now rejected be, 


And cælia own'd the Deity, 
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Sent a Young LA Dy, 
wi Her Pittyre. 


HE Painter begs, that you'd excuſe bis Ar;, 
His Pencil fail'd hun in the niceſt Part. 


Fain he'd have drawn the Luſtre of your I yes, 


Whoſe Glances each Beholder's Heart ſurprize. Fer 

But found, alas! 'tis more than he can do Let 

|. For 'tis no eaſy Task to Copy you; hat 
| Nature in you her utmolt has expreſt, EW ith 
| And Painters can but imitate at beſt, am 
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CU mighty C ON, thou Ruler of Mankind, 
T Be to my Pray er pre pitioully incl iu'd; 
oh hear your Slave, who faithfully and long 10 
Has ſery'd thy Pow'r, and then recr:(s his Wrong? 
Fend ltubborn Celia's unrelenting Heart ; 
Pirrceit, oh! Pierce it with thy fatal Dart; 
Jet her, like nc, know what it is to beer 


oe raging Pains of Love, ard to Deſpair, 


Let. the fair Scorner by Fxp2rienc: find 


: 5 „ 
What are the Torments of a Lo e-fick Afind. (1 

: ; . : £1 
With ev'ry Art rive the Nymph to mcvye, | 5 
make her liften to my faithful Love. oh 

41 


Irraiſe esch Charm ſhe has, and daily v. rite 
1. loltelt Things that Paſſion can incite, 
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In mournful ftrains my Tortores T expreſs, 
In hopes the will at length my Pains redreſs, 


In vain J write, in vain J ſigh and mourn, 
For I can meet with nothing but her Scorn. 
Regardleſs of my Verſe, no Flame ſhe owns, 
But daſhes all my Hopes with killing Frowne, 
And mult I then ſtill lauguiſh in my Fire? 
Mult I (lill love, in vain mult I deſire ? 

Oh! for what Crime am I condemn'd to thi; 


Why mult I bear the Pain, but never talietle 24; 


Either take (om me this unhappy Flame, 
Or touch her Soul, that She may feel che ſane, 
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n ſeeing CYNTHIA 
at Church. 


When Angels joyn with us, to offer theirs; 
Almighty Jove will lend a liſt'uing Eur, 

When Cynthia does become Petitioner, 

The Words ſhe utters, reach above the Skies, 
And calms the Race of angry Deities, 

When Beaut'ous Charms are with Devotion join d, 
ne Gods relent, and prove ao more unkind ; 
They with the Offering delighted are, 
ben tis preſented by a Hand fo fair? 

Noa will reject our humble Sacrifice, 

Mie luch an Angel at the Altar lies, 

4 
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WJ RE Heav'n will be propitious to our Prayers, 
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M 4D am, 
8 Hou'd I be ſilent, ſhou'd I {till conceal 
My raging Paſſion, 'twou'd it ſelf reveal. 
And you muſt have perceiv d my wild Deſpair, 
Unleſs you're more Inſenſible than Fair: 
My Eyes, my Sighs, and all my Motjons ſheu 
I Love, I Languiſh, and I Die for you. 


Cou'd you bahold my Trembliag and Surprise, 
And how I've feaſted on your dazling Eyes; 
Cou'd you behold my Soul with Rap:ore mov'd, 
Cou'd you behold it, and not think 1 loy'd ? 

I jirom your Charms a thoufand Ils endure, 
Unleſs yov've Pity to afiord a Cure, 


45 
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E Within my Sigh: yet abſent lrom my Arms. 
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& fac as you your beautzous Sex excel, 


om common Tortures are the Pains [ feel, 


ud 1 deſeribe to you, but half my Vain, 
Foy wou'd not ſtrive t'incteaſe it with Diſdaia. 


Tink, O thou Charmer! think what tis to beni 
e Wracks and Tortures of a wild Deſpair : 
Tak what it is to ſpend whole Nights and Days 
Without the Reſprre of a moment's Eaſe : 
Think what it is, to have before my Eyes 
A View of Heaven,. and ne'er mult taſte its Joys: 
Then think what 'tis, to have yo lovely Charms 


Let not my Love offend, nor let it meet, 


Jultead of thine, with Anger, Scorn, or Hats: 


Vermit me, if my Flame deſerves no more, 
To tell how much I languiſhi and adore 3 
To he the Torture that my Soul endures, 


That's formed for you, and can be only 


urs. 
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5 


TO 


Lucinda. 


_—_ a Youth, your Charms did fir!! ſubcue, 
To tell you how he is undone by you ; 
Permit him at your Feet to lay his Heart, 
Which, from your Eyes receiv'd the fatal Dart; 
Allow him that ſmall Eaſe to all his Pain, 

To hear his Paſhon, free from cold Di ſdain, 


O] that I cou'd in ſuch ſoft Numbers write, 
as might ſome Pity in your Soul excite : 
JLove ; but, ah! that Word is too too faint, 
To ſhow how Iadore my charming Saint, 


„ 4 b % F 


| urn, I dye, and all thoſe Pains endure, 


| iich a deſpairing Paſſion can procure, 


Da you alone, are capable to cure, 


tood amaz'd, when firſt your Charms I ſaw, 
@harms that anAnchi'cite from his Yows wou'd draw. 


ock, and in your Face ſuch Beauties ſhone, 


4 


EY 1; 1 vo ſooner view'd, but was undone, 


Wo thro! my Blood new Flames, like Lightning, 


run, 
1 Helen never ravill'd Paris more, 


i, ſirſt he ſaw her on the Grecian Shore 3 


or was the Shepherd with thoſe Flames poſſelt 


EY ch you, fair Nymph, have kindled in my Breaſt, 


Ia yain I ſtrive t' expel the Tyrant God, 
F from my Breaſt remove th? uneaſy Load : 
Tore is a Pow'r that rules with Sov*reign ſway: 


ad forces all Mankind his Laws t' obey. 


0)! that he may have touch'd your tender Heart, 
nd made you feel the ſame almighty Dart 


Tat you, convinc'd of what 1 uadergo, 
Home Pity to your dying Swain way ſhow, 


H 2 Tis 
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Tis you alone, that caus'd, can heal my Pain, 
And, as you wounted, make me whole again, 


J wh 

7 . FF # | 2 

What Pleaſure can it be, for one, ſo Fair, „ 4 
„ 4 

To drive the Youth, that loves her, to Deſpair ? 0 m 


What Clory will on ſuch an Attion wait? 

And who will think twas not too hard a Fate? 
Ey'n you your ſelf, ſhou'd you inflict it now, 
When I :m gone, .wou'd think twas Cruel too: 
Let Pity rather to your Form be join'd, 

And as your Beauty's matchieſs, let your Min 4 
Alike excc] the rift of Womankind, 
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ENJOYMENT. 


H'. Phæebus haſte, and quickly run 


The ted ious Courſe thou haſt begun, 
Drive tallcr, drive thy Charict on: 
Diicrch all my Fires, put out thy Light, 
And d:aw the Curtains of the Night; 


Nhe Night, that is the Lovers Friend, 
Hat does their am'rovs To! ments end: 
WI mean that bleſt, that happy Night, 
EM ten the kind Fair one does permit 
he Youth to revel in her Arme, 


614 fealt him with her lovely Charms; 


Such as this coming Night will be 


it all things happen right) to me: 


Wor Celia now conſents, ard I 
With longing Expectation die: 
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Jburi, I languiſh in my Fire, 
Am wrack'd and tortur'd with Deſire, 


n 
Till that bleſt Moment does arrive, N 2 
That yields me all that Love can give. ** 
Till cloſely cla ſp'd in her Embrace, E we 
Lips join'd to Lips, and Face to Face, re. 
In thoſe ſoft Pleaſures I'm poſſeſt, Our 
That ſor a God wou'd be a Fealr: in! 
Fly, fly, ye ling' ring Minutes, fly, Ae 


And let me talte Felicity. 

See, ſee; at length the Day is fled, 
And Phabys now has hid his Head, 
Is gone to meet, in Thetis Arms, 
What I exp:Q from cælia's Charms. 


She comes, and at the ſight my Blood 
Boils in a more impetuous Flood, 
New Pleaſures circle in cach Vein, 
Which I'm ſcarce able to ſuſſain; 
It chills, it melts my raviſh'd Heart, 
And runs with Joy thro” ey'ry part, 
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In cloſe Embraces now we'are join'd, 
Le:s, Arms and Thighs together twin'd, 
With Ardour not to be expreſt, 

We breath our Souls into each Brea{t. 
Ye Gods! the Rapture! oh, the Bliſs ? 
Our Souls both melted at a Kiſs: 
© In Floods of Joy diſſolv'd we lie, 
And with the Tranſport of the Pleaſure die. 
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1 On the ſame. * 

1 Her d 

4 | Aud a 

8 I E——evyer bleſt 1 'twas in that place r F. 

| hi B I firſt beheld the Beauties ot her Face. Inpat 

| q Almighty Love, that xincly lent me Aid, That 

1 I came, I law, I vanqui{l'd and enjoy'd, Her 

hy More ſwiſt than Lightning, (hot into her Arms, 40 1 

And leit dei airing Beauties for her Charme dC 
T found her fair and bount'ous in ter Mind, An. 

Averſe to Hatred, and to Love inclin'd ; In t1 

Of eaſy Nature, moulded tor to pleaſe, Con 

Serene as June, and calm as Halcyon Seas; $ 


Jocoſe in Language, dez ing in her Eyes, 
Profuſe of Gitts, and lib'ral of her Joys, 
In ey'ry part indulgent Nature's Care. 

Her Skin like Snow, and ambient was her Mair. 
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it juſt Proportion, ſhew'd the Work compleat, 
ier Shaps was lovely, and her Voice was ſweet. 
I burnt like AZtna, tortur'd with Deſires; 
dae met my Flames, and cool'd my raging Fires, 
belt to ſecret Sin did her entice, 
aud blalied Virtue, with the Storms of Vice, 
Her blooming Beauties gather'd, left her Shame, 
ner darling Honour Rav iſh'd, and her Fame, 


9 = 
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Ani as a Mountain Lyon wanting Food, 


Or Famiſh'd Woolt that's hunting after Blood, 
| Inpatiently I ſnatch'd my Lovely Prey, 
That lay tranſported with th' exceſhye Joy: 
Hor Beaut'ous Arms, about my Wailt ſhe salt, 
An, I in Rapture huęg'd her Soul as falt; 
Succee ding Kiſſes did her Breath r: ſtore, 
Ani Joys ſhe found, the never felt butore : y 
In furious Bliſs we liv'd, and fierce Delight, 
= Correrting lazy Day to pleaſing Night. 


& Not liftcen Years this tender Plant had grown; 2 
pla kd the fragrant Roſe, before 'twas blown, q: 
u !eiz'd her Virgia-Treaſures as my own, | 


' 


Whillt 
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Whilſt on her ſnowy Breaſts entranc'd I lay, 
Swelt'ring in Bliſs, and revelling Life away ; 
Each happy Hour we greedily improve, 
And largely Feaſt upon the Joys of Loye, 


M 


1 O 


HIL LIS 


Hills, why ſhou'd you me diſdain, 
P B:cauſe I can't, as Æg on can, 
Preſent you with a thouſand Toys, 
Inſtead of more ſubſtantial Toys ? 
'Tis juſt, that he his Bliſs thou'd boy, 
T* atone for his Deficiency : 
But I, who am in blooming Spring, 
A much-more-gratetvl Tribute bring: 
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F it your Feet can lay a Heart, 

| Faces tall of Love, in ev'ry part ; 

| Tan quench choſe Fires, which his Old Age 
ig only raile, but not aſſwage. 


* 
** 
g * 


; 
1 
5 - yp 
Phillis, for once, take my Advice, 1 
u old Dotard's ſordid Wealth deſpiſe; l 
Bi the old Sot march with his Caſh; 
And tell him, you contemn the Traſh ; 
And then let me his place ſupply : 
hold my Lite, when once you try | 
The Change, you'll by Experience find, 
That I advisd you as à Friend, | 
: 
\ 
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To the ſame. 


\ \ — Lask your Love, I'm ſure 

To meet this Anſwer; Why you're pory, 
Faith, Madam, 'tis too true, that [ 
Am dealt with ſomewhat ſcurvily 
By Madam Chance: But why ſhou d you, 
Pecauſe ſhe fli:hts me, flight me too? 
Beauty's a thing, not to be Sold ; 
Or, if it were, 
"Tis Love ſhou d buy it, and not Gold. 
Beſides you ve got ſuffi: ient ſtore, 
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| y And can't in Conſcience ask for more, N Aue 
| ö 5 nd 
| You only therefore Ihou'd prefer W Your 
| : U 
The am'rous Youth that conſtant and ſincete- WE And 


J The 
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To the ſame. 


Hillis, forbear to ule your Cruelty, 
Nor turn your bright dildaintul Eves from me. 
No more the Signs ot Indignation thow, 


„ 
— 
{ 
* 
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Nor datt rexengeſul Ruin from your Brow : 
No more let Frowns on that lov'd Face be wora ; 
Let tempting Smiles, each dazling Grace 2dorn < 
No more be deaf to all my humble Pray'rs, 
Laugh at my fo'emn Oaths, nor {light my Tears, 


1% in return, your endleſs Praiſe rehearſe, 
Aud mike your Name immortal in my Verle : 
Your Charms the {toutelt Hero ſha!l ſubdue, 
© And ev ry Beauty veil her C::|t to you. 

E Wherc'er your tender Feet you hap to tread, 
} The Hyacinth ſhall raite its flagrant Head, 
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The Jonquil, Vi'let, and the Roſe ſhall grow, 
And calt Ambroſian Odours, where you go. 


ien fi 


: Wo Ang 
The warbling Nightingale's melodious Strains go gr 
Diſperſe your Praiſe thro Valleys, Woods and Pla * (a1 


Birds, Beaſts and Fiſhes ſhall with wonder gaze, Why. ce b 
And pay Submiſſion to your charming Face : E wh 
Each am'rous Swain ſhall thy lov'd Charms relate, 

Each Neighb'ring Hill no other Name repeat, now! 


ho 
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Cato 


Hloe is handſome, brisk, and gay; 
| Rowe gets new Lovers ev'ry Day ; 
For in her Eyes doth dwell 
A Secret and a Pow'rtul Charm, 
That would the coldeſt Hermit warm, 


And draw him from his Cell, 
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Wen ficlt 1 ſaw her, I believ d 

5 Anzel's Form my Sight deceiv'd, 
oo graceful was her Mein: 

il; WA nd ſurely Angels cannot be 
eee bricht, than is this Lovely ſhe, 
© Who is of Beauty Queen. 


how bappy will the Youth be then, 
EV ho does with matchleſs Truth obtain 
poſſeſſion of her Heart 
e mcet with ſuch a Pow'rful Cure, 
re worlt of Tortures I'd endure, 
And laugh at all the Smart. 


| S Damon, ho had hardly ſped 
In Wedlock's heavy Chaius, 
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ON 


Marriage. 


His tender Flock with Thyrfis fed 
Upon the ſmiling Vlains, | 
Thus to the Youth the Sage exclaim'd, ( 
And the curſt Hour, in which he Marry d, damm, | 


Wouldit thou, my Friend, in Pleaſure live, 
Nor thy Repoſe deſtroy 7 

Wouldſt thou the Blils that Youth can give, 
Without Remorſe enjoy? 


© . 
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| {kun that fatal Rock, a Wiſe, 
Fiat galls thy Days with endleſs Plagues and 
1 


bor when, at laſt, you have attan'd 
Ihe great myſterious Bliſs, 
pen you have that ſtrange Something gain'd, 
And find how fleeting tis, 
ou“! curſe the fond and am'rous Heat, 
And lind out quickly who's the greateſt Cheat. 


: | . 
CuLOE Masi d. 
HAT ſtately, lovely, charming Shade 


| ] So gracetully does move, 


rie venus ſure, in Maſquerade 
Deſcended from above, 
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From ev ry Part ſuch Graces ſhine, 


Her gay majeſtick Air | 5 { 
And Motion, ſpeak her all Divine; | . 
It is ſome Heav'nly Fair. | 62 


Yet ſure that Form, before I've ſeen, 

That moves ſo ſmooth along; 
That comely Shape and Angel's Mein 
To Chloe do belong. 


Chloe ! in vain you thus conceal 


Your Luſtre from our Eyes; Thi 
Your beaut'ous Charms themſelves reveal, 
In ſpight of the Diſguiſe, 
18 
The ſplendid Sun does gild the Cloud 1 
h 


That kiJes its glorious Light; 
And tho' you all your Beauties ſhroud, 
They {till appear in ſight, 
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The Visir. 


went to ſee my Dear, but ſhe 
| No ſooner ſaw my Face, 
Than in Diſdain ſhe turn'd away, 
And left me in a Maze. 


I ollow'd, ask d her what might be 
* TheCauſe ſhe us'd me fo : 
se look d upon me lullenly, 
And, pouting, bid me go. 


& Por take your Jilting Tricks, ſaid Ty 
i Have I this Scorn deſerv'd ? | 
by Have I done ought ? If not, then why 

© Am 1 thus baſely ſerv'd? 
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All in a Rage, I curs'd and yore, 
To tura my Love to Hate, 
Reſoly'd that I wou'd never more 
Come near the baſe Ingratc, 


At that ſhe caſt a tempting Smile, 
And ſhew'd me ſuch new Charms, 


I ſtood, to think upon t, a while, 
Then fled into her Arms. 


Coo Oe Ho seb 0 Kat, 
A Sons. 


Amon, for Love, ſtill meets Diſdain, 
2) The Nymph makes no Return; 
All ſhe affords, to heal his Pain, 

Ts, to reward with Scorn, 
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ten attack don e 

ge mote he begs ſhe'd hear his Vows, 
* The more ſhe il] denies: 

ye faſter he her Steps purſues, 


che {till the faſter flies. 


Atlength ſhe leaves her haſty Flight, 
And turns to meet the Swain - 
gurpri : d the's now, to find him ſlight 
what he purſu'd with Pain, 


35 Crime (the crys) I ſee too late ; 
I ſhew'd my Flames too ſoon : 
MI had {ill repaid with Hate, 
I'd had him ſtill my own, 


| Ye Lovely Nymphs! in time beware ; 
Nor yield your Hearts too ſoon, 

Leſt my unhappy Fate you ſhare, 

And are, like me, undone, 
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The RESOTLuT ION. 


1 Swore my ſelf a mortal Foe, 


And vow' that 1 wou'd acver bow 


To Love, or yield my Liberty 
To ſu h a trifling city. 
The Youngſter {mil'd, and ſaid, 1'!! ery 
Who ſhall be Maſtcr, you or 1, 
{ Immediately trom me he flics, 
| 11 And takes his Stand in Celia's Eyes : 
| 1 From thence he quickly hot a Dart, 
WT Which ſtock direelly in my Heart : 
I try'd, alas ! to pull it out, 
But all in vain, I cou'd not do't, 
i I tound, too ſoon, 1 was betray'd, 
| I) truſting to weak Reafon's Aid, 
FT Who, at Love's Approach, took Wing and fed. 
| While 1 was calm, trom Paſhon rec, 
He lwore to me Fidelity, 


et wi 
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Wt wen attack d on er ſide, 
4 e eit me, like a faichlets Guide, 
lem, alone, the rolling Tide. 


Y 

Thes, when kind Fortune hills our Sails, 
A:ndJdiives us on with profþ'rous Galcs, 
A thouſand tawning Friends will wait, 
And court our then too happy Fate; 

Bi when a Cloud appears, they fly, 


And hun the new Calamity, 


9 


Uontemn their Vows, and take their firlt Alarm, 
And leave their Fricnd to weather out the Storm, 
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Fall the Nymphs that trod the flow'ryGreer 

Ou Celia there was none more charm: Witl 
ſeen; Wrap 
With Joy each Youth beheld her lovely Face, Pe loc 
With ev'ry Charm adorn'd, with ev'ry Grace; Daiice | 
Her Eyes an univerſal Empire bore, ſaw | 
And none e*er {aw em; but ſoon felt their To Law a 
. ; Wrem!: 
Among the num'rous Crowd ol fighting Su While 

My Fate had deſtin'd me to wear her Chains 

Long I ador'd her, and had oiten {trove 

To make the Fair one grant me Love tor Dove. Her 
Long ſhe deny d me; bat at length {the own « Y 5 
Aich 


Her Gen'rous Flame, and all wy Wiſhes crow! © 


Je 
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with wiat Rapture was my Soul poſſeſt, 
1 ea the dar Charmer lay upon my Nreaſt, 0 
Tithe ſeſt God, and ail his Power, cot! 4 
Bra! Conſtancy | ſwore, and the 

1 th frequent Vows return'd the like to me. 
ir me, ve Gods! ſhe cry'd, by you 1 ſwear, 
Wo Lovers Oaths in Beav'n regiller ; 

Way 2! my Wiſhes ne'er ſucceſslu! prove, 

Ef! 257 other Youth except my Damon love. 
e themſelves to me {hou'd ſue in vain, 


Wor i'd belore em all preice my faithful Swain, 


With pleaſing Joy Ihcard the charming Maid, 
ſported with the tender things (he ſaid 3 
e l00k'd more bright, a thouſand Graces riſe, 


Pace in her Face, and revel in her Eyes: 
a ſoft Sighs heave up her panting Brealt, 

N and felt what cannot be exprell : 
Wrembling with Tranſport in my Arms ſhe lay, 
While I cid ev'ry lovely Charm ſurvey. 


Her former Co! dae ſe now was laid aſide, 

Wd [ a thouſand Liberties enjoy'd, 

Mach only with a few faint (iruggels ſhe deny d. 
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This Dalliance quickly rais'd unroly Fircs, 
Rag ing and boundleſs were my wad Befires 
I preſt, and in one happy Minute gain'd 


The Prize, which Sacred had till now rema!n'd, g nd 
I now paſsdev'ry Day in full Delight, en 
But much more happy did 1 ſpend the Night; = A 
"Twas then I revel'd in the Joys ot Love, | 
And ſurteited on Bliſs, as great as that abort. . 
5 1 


* 


Sees eee 


The Diſappointment. 


1 Sleep difſolv'd, upon my Bed 
I Jay one filent Night, 

When a deceitful Dream convey'c 

This Vifion to my Sight. 
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1 cthcught 1 ſaw my lovely Maid, 
and free from all Diſguiſe ; 

4 coitneſs in her Looks ſhe had, 
And Paſſion in her F yes. 


With eager Joy I quickly fled, 
And claſp'd her in my Arms; 

With Kiſſes on her Lips J fed, 

And run Oer all her Charms. 


.* 


Wien as J, with too eager haſte, 
purſu'd my lovely Prize, 

Waking, the Phantom vani{h'd trait 
From my deluded Eyes, 


Thus when Iaion thought t' embrace 
Great Jove's Immortal Dame, 

A tecting Cloud, put in her place, 
DaiN'd his preſumptuous Flame, 
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To you 
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And thought "twas glorious by ſuch Charms 
My new-born ] lame preſented to my view 
Vail comina Joys, and urg d me fo puriuc 


The migkty PASS. to lind in Yeu 
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10 


ſ anda. 


ELL me, Lucinda, prithee tell me ho 
I've merited this cold Diſdain {rom you ? 


my Youth and eatJieſt Vows 1 gave, 


And at firſt Sight conteſt my ſelf your Slave : 
My Liberty I loſt, 
Relign'd my Soul a willing Sacrifice ; 

I 1-ok'd no farther, but ſurrencer'd all, 


an to your Fyes 


1 Lo * * LY 
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Y: ic new pleaſures and unknown Deſires, 


Prange are th: Theghts a Woman's Charms 1g- 
bn lpires : 
| 


ah | was Argel all that firlt -ppear'd to Sicht 
<0 Td fill 6my Soul with Rapture and Delight: 
ech I little thought that I ſhou d find 


nat Angel's Form a Covert to a Fiend. 
bi; licking at your Feet I trembling lay, 
Bard cult the time that palt ſo faſt away, 


A Cencrons Return tor this vou've made, 
Ad I'm, tor al my Love, ty you betray 2 
Kn lmiliing Flattery you drew me or, 


\Latl might more compleatly be undo is 


rut tho" or me you Once aud boaſt Command, 
ou! Empire, Tyrant, now is at an end 
[i neither valve any Smile nor Frown, 
| {ll can't tr. nſport me, zor that cal! me do 
lite von, 1 difavoyy all future Flame, 
and from my Heart raze out your hated Name, 
1 Culʒies now your Arts prepare, 
> . Fer I've Jound ont, 31:9 to can ſhun the Snare-3 
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I'm Proof againlt your Charms, I'll iove no wor 


ut furiouſly diſdain what I ador'd before; 
I from the loathſome Banks will ſinoothly Heer 
Into the Arms of ſome more faithful Fair. 


©. R. 3 Ko Roy: Rn: 


«7 
. A 1 6 


On the Death of M; 


John Pell. 


E's gone! the Youth is mounted up cn big, 
i To meet his Kindred- Angels in the SA; 


With joy from hence he took his halty flight, 
To reach the Regions of Eternal Light; 

Leſt all his Friends, that knew him here below, 
Invole'd in endleſs Sorrow, endleſs Woe, 


Alas! how flecting are our greateſt ſoys 
One Heur, one M note all our Hopes deſtroys; 


N For tis. tis ſo ordain'd by crael Fate, 
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That greateſt Bleſſings have the ſhorteſt Date ; 


Ert ſor a while, they make a ſwift Retreat, 


t 
Lelt we the Author of them ſhou'd forget. 
Th's we may ſee in him we now lament, 
ole time in Virtue's Road was wholly ſpent; 
With that he ſtrove to cultivate his Mind, 
To ev'ry thing that's Great and Good inclin'd ; 
chunn'd all thoſe Vices, that on Youth attend, 
And which prove often fatal in the end, 
His early Dawn of Knowledge did preſage 
Ano-le Harveſt in a riper Age: 
A ſolid Judgment too to that was join'd, 


and ſeem'd by Feav'n for ſome great Work deſign'd, 


His lofty Genius to ſuch Heights did move, 
Wiſdom he follow'd with ſuch ardent Love, 

As [how'd he was inſpired from above. 

Oh! had you heard the melting Sounds that hung 
(When he but talk'd) upon his Silver Tongue! 


He charm'd each Hearer with his Eloquence ; 


So loft his Language was, fo ſtrong his Senſe, 
That all with ſilent Admiration ſtood 
T9 hear the charming Words thar from him flow'd, 


Fair 


; 
, 
: 
: 
: 
| 
' 
2 
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Fair was his Perſon, lovely was his "ace, 
By Nature's Bounty bleſt with ev'ry Grace ; 
A Manly Air, which in his Locks cid {kine, 
Show'd him the Of. Ii riag of a worthy Line, 
So perfect was he form'd in et, part, 


With eaſe he gain'd on each Bz!:vicer's Heu- 


But now, alas! tlicie Graccs all are fe, 


For Strephon (oh that fatal Word) is dad; 


His unrelenting Fate has {natcld him hence, 
Without regard to Beauty, Wit or Senſe, 
A ſad Diſeaſe “ ſna:ch'd hence the lovely 5 
And of its ꝑ reateſt Glory robb'd the Pin; 
Theſe few poor Lines my melancholy Muſe 
In Mem'ry of her Friend cou' not retuſe; 
Howe'er, unfit to ling her Strephon's Pralie, 
She wou'd attempt, tho' in improper Lays : 


Tho' void of Pomp, in Sorrow ſhe may mourn 


And drop a Tear upon the Sacred Urn, 


A Worthier Bard, for ſuch a Task more ©: 


To {future Times his Virtues will trauten ; 


1 . 
ww 1 Wil 


— ____ 


Small Pox. 


- 
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peſt with a rich and more immortal Vein, 

will ſing bis Patron in a nobler Strein; 
iser'ty Charm more juſtly will rchearſe 

ro a the World, in never-dying Verſe : 

| 4:4 hall, by ſpreading happy Strephon's Fame, 
© Gain to himſelfan everlaſting Name, 


DOI EBOIT IOC ES CASING 


CARD NIE 


To a Friend m the 
Country. 


Wy: you {my Friend) enjoy the Rural Air, 
And ev'ry Bleſhng of the Country ſhare, 


E Where the fine Proſpect of the Woods and Fields 
& thouſand Pleaſures to the Fancy yields; 
rere a cool Shade and foftly-murm'cing Spring 
Do to the Mind a grateful Quiet bring; 


From 
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From me, that am detain'd in Town, receive 
That Friendſhip which the trueſt Soul can gie. 
Oh! that kind Heav'n wou'd grant a lil nn g Ear 
And be propitious to my humble Pray'r ; | 

In ſome fair Village wou'd I chuſe a Scat, 

Where from the noiſy World I might retreat , 
There, free from Envy, wou'd I paſs my Day:, 
And run with Pleaſure my allotted Race: 

No farther then ſhou'd my Deſires extend, 

But for a lovely She and faithful Friend; 
Theficlt, to ſea on Life with balmy Joys; 

The lalt, to be my Refuge for Advice, 

When Natling Storms and Cloudy Tempeſis rue 
One in whoſe Truſt 1 ſ.fely micht conſide; 

One who wou'd keep his Faith 
When Dangers preſt his Friend on ey'ry file: 
Theſe wou'd I make the Subjects of my Verſe, 
Their Godlike Virtues to the World rehearſe : 
Each lift'ning Wood, andev'ry ſecret Grove 
Shou'd witaels to my Frienalſkip and wy Love. 


But Fate (my Friend) that Bleſſing has detzin'd, 
And me, unhappy me ! in Town has chain'd, 
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* 


ere interupted Nights, and noiſy Days 
E vent my Pleaſure, and ciliurb my peace: 


ret neither let me too ungrateful prove 
vo thoſe indul;ent Tow'rs, who rule above, 
| Vor had I neer this Factious City ſeen, . 
eber had happy in your Friendſhip been; 
A that's a Happineſs, which I prefer 
the other Troubles which I bear, 
Jieliere me, Friend, for Flattery I hate, 
Vor nas my Mule been practis d in Deceit- 
dne peaks the real Dictates of my Heart, 
Aud ſcorns to act the Hypocrite's falle Patt. 


tut row, for this, your Pardon I implore, 

in Proſe I've often troubl'd yon before: 

I've chang'd the Scene, to give your Mind ſome Eaſe | 
variety, makes Nonſenſe ſometimes pleaſe, wo” 
forgive at leaſt, altho* you can't commend, |; 

ic kin! Endeavours of your Faithful Friend. 
die, Hand may you wake a quick Return, 


; 
and bleſs the Sight of him, who docs your Abſence | 
Mmourn. 


* 
* 
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— 
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Wet nk 
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Do 


. you 
G eres 


1 But fc 
. ar YO 
The NuNNERVY. Þþ 
ie m 
Lee llee 
N ancient Times, when Rome's tat Prise Wi.» He 
ah | (ure | 
Converting to their Faith, the Britiſh, Swain ; HE 
When by their wicked Spells and magick Tricks, 1 
They gain'd Applauſes of both Age and Sex ; en wl 
There was a Doctor of the Roman Brood, Wn. tak 
Skill'd in fam'd Projects for the Brotherhood: 
Many long Days he liv'd as Princes do, er! 
Unknown to meagre Miſery and Woe : rer de 
Twice forty Suns ſhone o'er his graceful Head, wr 'ti's 
The next Fate caſt him Pris'ner on his Bed, Fo keep 
Calling about him all the vicious Train, be ther 
This his laſt Will ſprings from his pregnant Brain: dhe 
hoſe 8. 


Liſten, my Friends; F'er long I ſhall depart, 


To leave you thus already grieves my Heart 
Me · 
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echinks, I cou'd with you for ever dwell, 
er not for Erethr.n already now in H. II. 
Deere tis Igo, ne Manſions to prop. re 
ou, my Friends, agaiuſt lee yu there, 


bat ſomething (till, ſlicks heavy at my Heart, 
Nr ou will trom Rome's pute Faith depart, 
tender Love for all her Sacred Laws, 

Wade me a Champion in her Holy Cauſe : 

Tic [tectalt, Friends, be true, nor ſtir a Foot, 
earn and all it's Angels bribe you to't ; 
Relay Heretichs beneath your Feet, 


Tun of their Blood will make your Prayers more 
weer : 

Nen when zou Die, we'll hear the Church's Plaints, 
Wn :ake you in the number of the Saints. 


er! proceed, I charge you, on your Lite, 
der to Marry, neter to take a Wife, 

res 2 Dangerous Omen to our Trade, 

Jo kcep a Conſtant Partner in our Bed. 

dr then ſome fooliſh Prieſt will Virtuous grow, 
nd the Eraſmus will your Secrets ſhow, 


Juoſe Secrets which none but yours ſelves hond \ 
know, . 


L hece- 
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1 kiſe | 
cath 


A | 0 
DOT 9 
4 


ay . 
Preen $ 


Thereſore tis my Advice, to get a Place 
Built ſtrong with Stone, with tron and with Bia 
This at the Peoples charge will ſoon be giv'n, 


When you pronounce, tis the Decree of lezten. hey Ca 
Around erect a Wall, 2 Wall ſo high a» 
As if it meant to touch the Lofty Skx, wor we 
With Iron Pars and Grates encloſe it well, Woh le 
Make the Doors {tronger than the Gates ot +! * aig 
This ſiniſh'd, to the liſt'ning Works proclain, Ind, it 
You built this Structure in Jehovah's Name, | 7 
And, by a Revelation from on high, = 
An Angel chriſten'd it a Nunnery : 8 
Then thus proceed. Le Damſels that will gy W's tha 
To Heav'n, and dwell with Bleſſed Angels to), 2 
W invite you here, to take your Eaſc aud Ref, 4 A N 
To dwell for ever with the Good and Elelt, 4 ha 
This ſaid (and by a Prieſt) they'll ſoon comply; FE ; 
cautle 


For who will think a Prieſt can tell a 1.ye *? 


pe tc 
, : - ql 
rhus to your ſpacious Lure, the Damicls cone, 


b : : : Theie! 
No doubt fice Creatures, charming Creatures o? 


Beauties Divine, wou d make old Fleſh to riſe, 


Fill with new Blood your Veins, new Charms cu 
Eyes: 


{an 


At one 


Tbeſe 
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1. ſe pent for ever cloſely in your Grounds, 
Death to the Girl that paſſes o'er her Lounds) 
r ſqueamiſh Nature will cry out, I faint, 
een Sickneſs ſeizes me, ſomething I want, 
Wen can't refrain, it is impoſſible, I Kao, 
ber than none, they will a Prieſt take to; 
Pr we can ſooner die than leave the Game, 
Doch leſs a Woman hide her wanton Flame, 
W:t:re compels 'em to the needtul Task, 


Nad, if you will not profer, they will ask. 


rbis in ſu:ceeding Ages ſhall be dore, 

Pricſts ſhall diſcharge themſelves upon a Nun; 
As that will keep them ſtedfaſt to their Trades, 
| Hering an income of pure Maidenheads, 

Wo wou'd not thus forſake the Curſed Strife, 
Mn hate the nauſeous Surteits of a Wife? 

Nos to careſs, thus Nightly to enjoy 

$cautics divine, Beauties that cannot cloy. 

Nipe to be preſt, the willing Damſe.s ſpread 
Reit lv'ry Limbs'npon the trembling Bed; 


Mean while a Vrielt, that's us'd to th' leack?rous 
| Game, 


At one aſſault quenches the raging Flame, 


L 2 Oh! 


2? 


' ws 


2 
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Oh! thatT were to live an Age or two, 

To Revel in their Arme, dear Friends, with yy, 
But now my Time is paſt, and I muſt go, 
Where all our Friends depart, to ih Shades beloy, 


My Friend, in all things ſeem both right an 
You know it is the Duty of a Prieſt, 
Therefore be ſure an Argw wich his Eyes 
Guard at the Entrance of the N»nneries, 
Or e ſe, perhaps, you'll have ſome waggi!h las 
Creep in, and ſo diſcover all your Traue. 


| B. ſi es, that no diſgu ſed Lad come near 

| In Mafquerade, to re cl ith the Fair, 

| Keep an old Matron, but ſhe muſt be true, 
i Or elſe, perhap-, ſhe will diſcover you: 

| Tet her (earch ali the Virgins that appear, 
That none with a Male Weapon enter there, 


if Laſtly, compleat your ProjeAs in the Night, 

Stay not to ſee the Day's approaching Liglit 

This ſtrictly minded, you mult deeds do wel, 

And make a many Profelytes for H- · 

| Now Friends draw near; I find, alas! I tant; 

Once I your Prieſt, but now muſt be your aint 
Bl! 


— — 
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Wt once again, e'er I give up my Breath, 
bs Legacy I to my Friends bequeath : 
ame, and my Skin with Crimſon dye, 


place it in the fineſt Nunnery, 


re Virgins will repair to ſee Man's Shapes 

=_— ; 

EG! on Effigy to act a Rape: 

bis for your Purpole ſoon will make em grow, 


long the real Piece to ſee and know. 


N bd then a — — 
alas, my favit'ring Tongue grows dumb, 
Wt away, great Lucifer is come: 


&: uſt to ſee you once again, in Hl 


WP PAW MIT 


my Friends, my Children, now farewel; 
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DIEM LO LO Ol | 


10 


Miranda. 


| * i NE bright Miranda is the Nymph ] pri, 
| The beſt regarded Treaſure of my Eyes, 
The grateful Theme of ev'ry Thought by Day, 
| The Charm to chace intruding Cares away ; | 
| By Night, the pleaſing Proſpect of my Dreams, 

iy Guide in Storms, and Anchor in Extreams, | O. 


As oft as to our dazl'd Senſe you riſe, N 
A thouſaud Hearts are vanquiſh'd by your Eyes 1 B. 
. For while on your reſiſtleſs Charms we geze, He 7 
Darkneſs appears on AN eo RS. ©) 
Your num'rous Trophies own their fatal Might, heir 
And none eſcape unwounded from your Sight, And le 


The 


* 
* 
. 
2 
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; E927 el 
128258285 
The Story of 


Pyramus and Thisbe, 


From the Fourth Book of 


Ovip's Metamorphoſis. 


T Babylon, whoſe lofty Walls were built 
By Ninus Wife, a Youthful Pair there dwelt ; 


He Pyramus, and ſhe was Thisbe nam'd, 
Both for their charming Beauty highly fam'd : 


EThcic Houſes join'd, from thence their Paſſion came, 


ud length of Time increas'd the growing Flame, 
| F In 
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In Hymen's Bonds they wou'd have join d tet e. 
Hands, ab 
But were prevented by their Friends Commands: | 
Both with the ſame Deſires and Wiſhes burn, Th 
And both their !'areats cruel Order mourn” ; Then 
With Nods and Signs their Paſhon was revral'd, Both 
Which rag d the more, the more it was £0.c241 4, AP 
Then 
The Wall between their Houſes had a Cl:{t, ro 
Which by the Puilders negligence was leſt; 

The Fault had unobſerv'd tor Ages been, re 
Love ſpy'd it, by the Lovers firſt 'twas ſeen, S TTX 
Twas there to meet the eager Lovers ſtrove, Th: J 
And kind'y talk and whiſper out their Love, Wich 
Oft, as they us d to ſtand on either ſide, And ac 
They'd blame the Wall that Lovers did divide, It ll 
Andcry, Ah! envious Wall to our Deſign, And in 
What wou'd it be to you to let us joyn ? BAL 7 
Or if, alas! that were too great a hliſe, EO: love 
Sure you, at leaſt, might ſuffer us to Kils : Its Roc 
Yet we confeſs your Kindneſs, nor deny Wich 


That we're oblig'd for what we now enjoy, 


ve 


e own the Favour that this Cleft affords, 


| 4 Paſſace to our Ears for pleaſing Words. 
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Thus wou'd they talk, till gloomy Night came on, 


| Then deply. ſigh, to think they mult be g ne; 


1 
ETh: Lorers to their wonted Place , ? 


oth (ondly Kiſs the Wall on either ſide. 
get ving to mect, tho' envionlly deny'd, 
Then oftly murmur'd out a kind Farewel, 
Tho? each had {till a thouſand things to tell, 


The Morn did now its uſua Courſe renew, 
nd Sol had from the Gras exhal'd tt © iow ; 


With equal Ardour meet, with qual Ardour 
burn, IF. 
* , . . 4 
And adverſe Fate in Strains pathetick me urs. 


It lult their Parents they reſolve to cheat, 


Aud in a neighb'ring Wood at Niglit to meet, 


Anu Tomb, near which a Tree there flood 
O lovely Fruit, the whiceſt in the Wood, 


Its Root was fixt upon a Fountain's ſide, 


ich there jn murm' ring Streams did gently glide. 


This 
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This being agreed, they with Impat ience val, 
And long tor Night to favour the Deceit; 


Slowly did every Minute paſs away, EL 
And Phabws ſeem'd to lengthen- out the Day, : Aad 
But Parkneſs did at Jaſt inyade the Skies, WE Calt 
And Thisbe now deceives her watchf| Spies; The! 
And covering with a Veil her charming Face, And 
Bold with her Love, ſhe reach'd th appointed Place: 
When by the Moova's brizht Light, as dhe ſat there, = * 
A Lyoneſs at diſtance did appear; Thus 
Her foaming aws with rec king Blood were Rain's 
And to the Spring her Courle the ſeem'd to bend. My 
Aﬀeighted at the fight, ihe rrembling Maid [nv 
Toa dark Cave for R eſuge ſw itt ly fled, 8 
Aud left her Veil behind her in her ſpced, mY 
The Savage quick'y to the Fountain came, "a 
And drinkiag largely of thc 1.quid Stream, „ 8 
As to the Wood: [he now return'd again, | 5 
She ſees the V irgin's Garment on the Plain, "Ha 
Which wich her Teeth the wanton Monſter tears, El 
And with her fatal bloody Mouth belimears. Wk 
4 __ 
EMy fic 


80 plu 
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gut Pyr amis, who later came from home, 


3 


Ago had almoſt reach'd the wiſli d- ſor Tomb, 


G Caſting, in halle, bis longing Eyesaround, 

rie Monſter?» footing on the Sard he found, 

ad at the Sight turn'd pale, and fell upon the 

| Ground. 

vat u hen he ſaw with Blood her Garment ſtain d, 
mos ia a Rage the Lover ſtreight complain'd. 


My Thisbe, in one Night we'll meet our Fate, 
ho thou wert worthy of a longer Date:; 
E1 caus'd thy Death, tis I'm to blame alone, 
u' advis'd thee to this fatal Place to come, 
And was not here to ſave thee from thy Doom, 
come, come, ye Lyons then, and now devour 
% hated Body, drink my reeking Gore; 
Tear, tear my Limbs, and {top my fleeting Breath: 
But hold, =——"tis Coward like to wiſh for Death. 
Thisfzid, the Maid's unhappy Veil he bears 
ro tu appointed Tree, and ſoaks it with his Tears, 
beg Kiſſing it, Receive, receive, he cry'd, 
EMy flowing Blood, and with it too be dy'd; 
o plung'd the fatal Sword into his Side; 


And 
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And qui-kly drawing 't from the guſhing Wonny, 
The ſinoaking Blade he threw upon the Ground, 
And as the Water, which thro' Pipes is brought, 
If they are crack'd, in hiſſinę Streams break our 
So did the Lover's Blood in whirling Eddies {pout ; 
And running to the Tree, it reach'd the Root, 
And to a Purple Colour chang'd the Fruit. 


Now Thisbe, hardly from the Fright retten Ber v 
Returns, leſt her tond Love ſhou'd be de cei “, 


Irdet! 
And by the way a tender Tale prepares 
Ot her late Dangers, and her later Fears: ow 
But when ſhe ſaw the Tree, how chang'd it was, Ide b 


She thought the was miſtaken in the Place, 
Till in Contufion, as ſhe doubting {iood, 

She ſaw her Lover welt'ring in his Blood; 
Then (tarting back, and with the Sight diſmiy'd, 


ho' D 
A tut 


An Iv'ry Paleneſs did her Cheeks invade ; "2 
She trembled like the Surges of the Deep, Netti 
When the ſoft Zephzrs o'er their Surface ſweep z Mee cr 
But when ſhe found it was the Youth indced, epa 
A thouſand Paſſi'nate Actions did ſucceed ; bt he | 


She tore her Hair, and beat har Ie vely Breaſt, 


Dur Fa 
And in her Arms her dying Lover prelt ; 3 
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ita Tears (he fill'd his Wounds, and as they flow's, 
Ko mixt her Weeping with the gulthing Blood; 

es, printing Kiſſes on his Lips, the cry's, 

Pit fatal Chance did thus our Loves divide? 

Du, hear! thy Thisbe cally! ch, raiſe thy Head; 

ie we ſome Sign that yet thou art not Dead, 

It that dear Name, his Eyes, ev'n fixt in Peath, 
De open'd, view'd her, ad reſi:n'd his Breath, 

Ber veil ſhe then oblery'd upon the Ground, 

&: the Youth's Sword, drawn from the Scabbard, 

found. 

$; your own Hands (aid ſhe) I fee you dy d, 

rd by your fatal Love you are deliroy'd ; 

Wu | have Courage too, as well as yon, 

Wo: Love will give me ſtrenęth to ſtrike the blow, 

bead, I'll find you in the Shades below 3 5 

Wn! future times, when they this Tale relate, 

b ſay, Altho' the Cauſe, —————_— 
Nerſtul, I was the kind Companion of thy Fate, 

Mee envious Death, who had the Pow'r alone 
b ieparate us, has utmoſt Malice ſhown, 

t he ſhall be deceiv'd, for I will ſhare 

Pur Fate, and meet you whereſv'er you are. 


* 
. 


: 
1 
3 
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bs 
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Oh! ye, our too unhappy Parents, hear, | E. 
And grant, oh! kindly grant, my lateſt prayer, 8 
That we,whom Love and Death did join, no» 2 


In the ſame Tomb together may be laid: 

And thou, foh Tree ! whoſe Boughs are now 2 54 
To one, mull fo to two be quickly made; 
The marks of our hard Yortune always bear, 
And let your Fruita mourning Colour wear, 


This ſaid, her ſelf upon the Sword ſhe thro, 
Which yet was reeking with her Lover's Blo/; 
Ye: Heav'n did kindly her Petition hear; 
Their Parents too were touch'd with her la(t Pry 
The Fruit, when r:pe, puts on a mourning Grz: 
And the ſame Urn their Aſhes does contain, 
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The Story of 


Ih and Anaxarete, 
From the XIVth Book of 


Dvid's Metamorphoſis. 


To CazL1a 


HEN Great Auguſiw, by decrees of Fate, 
Had quell'd his Foes, and gain'd the Latian 


When his brave Romans, free from War's Alarms, 
id now ng longer need for uſeleſs Arms, 


r 0 

+ «On 
C- :— vac ar xt 
1 


28 
— 5 
— 


— 


* = = > A 2 
— * I _—_— 
- "—_ 
—— _- 
| * — 
e WAL IL 


o — — — . 
8 ———— "- — 
_— 

— — — = 


* 


— — 
: 


das — 
2 — 
— F<. 


They long'd no more for Glory gain'd in War, 


N 


. will 
n let tl 
x with 
Nori [i 


Wconltal 
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Then Ovid did with tender Stories move 

Their rovgher Hearts, and taught em how to 
He ſung Corinna in Immortal Strains, 

And taught her Beauties to the liſt'ning Sai, 
The Youths with Plcaſure read his charming Lig, 


Which turn'd their Stubborn Sou's for new Defy grant 


e him 


But Love ! ſuperior Love! was now their cg 
Core. ; 


Each {trove to find an Object for his Flame, 
And boldly then conlelt his Paſſion to his Dame, Wl PA 
Told her the wondYrous Mapick of her Eves, — 
In am' Tous tender Words, and ſhort- breuthid Se 225 
That was the Language met with mol Re 2ard, | 9 
For Paſhon then to Int'reſt was preſcrr d. 4 8 8 
No lovely Maid was by her Parents Sold, ] 28 
Or forc'd to take a Fop becauſe h* had Gold nde 
I: uſage too was Odous to the Fair, rar 
And not a Youth was driven to Deſpair.— Worn'd 
Wis u. 
Thou Celia then, who art by Nature bleſt, Whoſe 
With thoſe bright Charms that are by tew po!kit, aw 
Lillen, ch! liften, to thy Swain's Complaint, W (bt il 
And oh! with Pity at my Pains relent ! Dad fit 
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dr what the Gods to Cruel Maids have done, 
p let thy Favour now to me be ſhown, 
I with a jult return, my Faithful Paſſion crown, 
Kors, {ſung by Ovid, I relate, 
) Weonltant Love that was repaid with Hate, 
grant, my Celia, mine may be like Ovid'sFate, 
e him, let me enjoy the Sweets of Lose, 
me, like him, the mighty Pleaſure prove, 
Ich hapoy Lovers here, and Gods poſleſs \ 
ab0\ C, 
ne, altho' unworthy, let me find 
Wat Thou, like his Corinna, art inclin'd 
Jose that loves ſincerely to be kind. 
me not be, lil e Iphis, doom'd to mourn 
| E Diſdain, and Love repaid with Scorn, 


; Tormenting Flames without Redicls to 
he Ihe 


ended from the Royal Teucer's Race 
Parete lived, with every Grace 

Vorn d, that cou'd become a beauteous Face, 
Whis Maid, was by the wretched Ipbis ſeen, 
WJ hoſe Fortune and whoſe Birth to her's was mean. 
W {aw her, and he found, alas ! too ſoon, 

Wubtil Flame, which did Ike Lightning run, 
Wad fir'd his Blood, and ſett]'d in his Bone. 
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What ſhou'd he do ? at firſt, with Reaſon's 400 

He {trove to cure the Wounds which Love had 

But Reaſon's Help prov'd fruitleſs all and vain, 

Or to expel the God, or eaſe his Pain, 

Then to her Hou'e he cave, and there confelt 

To the ſage Nurſe, the Torments of his Erea!t, 

Begy,'d ber, by all her Hopes, to help his Care, 

And {how his Suft'rings to the haughty Fair, 
ne ervants too he humbly try'd to win, 

And their Aſh ance begg d to favour his Deſign, 


With Paſhonate Letters oft had he clay d 
To melt the Heart of the obdurate Maid. 
With Garlands oft, her Gates did he adorn, 


And oft, whole Nights, beneath her Windous 
mourn 


The unre len ing Fair one's cruel Scorn. 

Fur ſlie, more deat than raging Seas, more hate 
Than Steel or Rocks, unmov'd, had no regard, 
Or to his Paſſion wou'd return the lealt Rewarc, 
But ſcorns and {lights him, and, t'increaſe his Grich 
Robs him cf Hope, the Lover's laſt Relict, 


11443, 
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xo longer cou'd th' Impatient Iphis bear 
oc like this, but driven to Deſpair, 
elolres to end his Days, with them his Care. 
Per eer he executes his dire Iutent, 

(7: (ore her Door he makes this lalt Complaint, — 


1 


Thou cruel Maid! the fatal Hour 


'T1z done 
Draws near, when I ſhall trouble you no more. 
lead with my Fall, with Triumph you may boaſt? 
hat by your Scorn a Wretched Youth was !olt, 
Wing joyful Pæans then, inhuman Fair, 

And round your Temples Wreaths of Laurel wear, 
omething il do, at leaſt ſhall gr.itefv! prove, 

And [how you, by my Death, how well I love, 

Wet 0h / remember, while I Life e joy'd, 
Wy latelt Thoughts were all on you employ'd. 
That all my Wiſhes ſlill to you did tend, 

Put with my Life, nor cou'd my Paſſion end. 
EN or [hall it only be by Rumour ſaid, 

Put you your ſelf ſhall ſee that I am Dead; 

Pall view my breathleſs Body with Delight, 
And with the diſinal Object gratify your Sight. 


And 
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And ye, ye Pow'rs, if ye obſerve below 
The Pains which wretched Lovers undergo, 
Grant that my Nime to tuture Times may e, 
And for contracted Lile, immortal Clory give, 


This ſaid, no longer he defers his Fate, 
But ends his haplel> Life before har Gate 
Op'ring the Poor, the Servants with furprize 
Behold the Youth, and fill the Houſe with C rigs! 
Loud they lament, but all, alas! iu vain, 
For he was gone, 
Never, al! n.vcr to return again, 


— ————— — 


They took him up, and to his Mother bor: 
The Body, tor his Sire was Dead before: 
Co'd as he was, ſhe claſpt him to her Breaſt, 
And in her Arms her Liſeleſ Son embrac'd. 
Then for the darling of her Soul Laments, 
And irantickly exclaims in loud Complaints. — 


The Body next, with Crou ds of mourning F ricods, 


The Mother to the Fun'ral Pile attends, 
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. 


7 the Maid's Houſe they paſs, and fill the Skies, 


ih lamer table Groans, and diſmal Cries. 


Tc mou! 


lor u hom a juſt Reward th' gvenging God prepares. 


Dab, her preſſiag Fate, Let's lee (lhe cries) 
$i < miſcrable Lover's Obſequies, 

be cam,, nd ſaw but ſoon as ſhe heheld; 

FT; unhappy Lover, whom her Scorn had kill'd, 
B. Eyes were xd, and from her Body fled 
Ie Blood, and univerfel Valcnels did fucceed, 
WR: try'd, but all in varia, her Feet to move, 


—— 


nero e to turn her Head 
But ſtill in vain the wretched Virgin ſtrore. 
The Hardneſs, which before poſſelt her Heart, 
Ko ci d on all, and ran thro ev ry part. 
Tur 191t9 Store, a Warning ſhe remains 


To thoſe who fliglit their faithful Lovers Pains, 
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ul Sounds loon r-ach'd her cruel Fats, 
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T O 


T Oo Mr. F. — 1 
IX. | 
| M. Muſe, of late, receiv'd a * fatal Blow, 
And muſt have fall'n, if not upheld by you, 
| Youre the Supporter of her feeble Wings, 
 And'tis thro' you, it ſhe Melodious Sings: 
| n 
| 
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In vain ſhe itri.es tort. h Parnaſſus top, 


Ualeſs you lend a hand to raiſe her up; 8 
Aſpiring to the Mount, ſhe views you there, g 
You guide her Steps, and teach her how to Steer, 2 
linke unskill'd Mariners, {he'd miſs the Mark, | A 
Wl And ſplit againſt the Rocks her tender Bark, | Wh 
{lf : : To- 
Did you not kindly ſhow to reach the Shore, * 
Along tne Road which you have gone bejore ; | Ky 
By you Encourag'd, ſhe'll your Steps purſue ; * 
All her Ambition is to riſe to you. Þ 5 


* The Death of an Ingenious Friend, 


10 
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To Mis S 


AlL, Beauteous Cælia, whilſt your charms 
inſpire, 


E 17 bumble Muſe ſhall boldly touch the Lyre ; 
BY you ſhe Sings, it you approve her Lays, 
de needs no other He'p, no greater Praiſe. 


© What tho? the Malice of your Sex is ſhown, 
To blaſt thoſe Beauties brighter than their own 3 
What tho the guilty of both Kinds combine 

To cloud your Innocence, 'twill brighter ſhine 3 

F Tho' ervious Wretches, caule themſelves are baſe, 
| Strive to corrupt and viciate your Race; 

| Yet Virtue ſtill, uprears its lovely Head, 

| Perceiyes, and ſo can ſhun the Snares they've laid. 
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1, Celia, who am Proud to wear yetir Chains, 
| Your Goodneſs own, which far o'er-pays my Pas 
I own the Conqueſt of your Potent F yes, 
And that your Worth deſerves a nobler Prize; 
In you the Charms of all your Ser are ſhown, 
But I, the Worſt and Meanelt of my own ; 
How then, can I repay the Tribute due, 
For all the Favours I've receiv'd from you, 
Who merit not the leaſt you cou'd beltow, 
But ſince the charming Celia condeſecnds, 
To grant my Wiſhes, and to crown my Ends apt 
I, in return, will dedicate my Days 
To C#lia's Service, and will Sing her Praile, 
If Conſtancy and Truth may Merit claim; 
Then, Celia, I'll deſerve your belt Eſteem, 
As longus Beauty, Charms, or Time endures, 
My Lovely Celia, I'll be only | 
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neous Poems, with the Nin 
five Lovwe-Letters; and de 
great Succeſs they have tm 
with, makes him venture cn 
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meet with as candid a Recep 
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GEO SneOcen Ss 


E E, Beau ecus Charmer, aad a- 


maz' d receive 


N — : , 
8 Suach diſmal News as one wou'd 
1 ' 


ſcarce belieye, 


N. do ſtrange a Tale, that trembling 


I relate 


Tears the turn of unexpected Fate; 
. 'm with Heroic Patience now your Soul, 
Nad all your Paſlions thus alarm'd, controul. 


A 2 Chang'd 


Love- Leiters. 
Chang'd all at once is Our Eh ſian Scene, 
And ſad tremendous ProſpeRs intervene, 
A huge Eclypſe &erſhades the painted Skies, 
And hides the Luſtre of thy dazling Eyes, 
When from your Arms you forc'd me laſt aun, 
T*avoid the Dangers of approaching Day, 
When oft we patted, and as oft return'd, 
And our ſtol'n Joys with mutual Vows adjourn; 
With bleſt Ideas of thy lovely Form 
Tranſported, thoughtleſs of th'impending Stom 
To my dull Home triumphant I retir'd, 
And tedious Hours ſeem'd Ages unexpit'd. 


Scarce lazy Sol had the Meridian paſt, 

And now ſeem'd gently to decline at laſt, 
When I, to ſpend the long remaining light, 
Till Farth's o'erſhading by the welcome Night; 
Making my way to ſome delightful Grove 
On the ſoft Flute to warble out my Love, 
Sudden, unknown, 4 Glitt'ting Cavalier 
Prevents my way, and thus ſalutes my Ear. 
Hail, Happy Youth, 'to you in haſte | bring 

A Gracious Meſſage from the Godlike King, 
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um'd of your Deſerts, he gladly ſends 

acourage thus his own and Country's Fiiende, 
i; ſign'd Commiſſion from his bounteous Hand, 
hongſt his new-rais'd Troops; forthis Command, 
which, tho? firſt it may be deem'd but ſmall, 

u ſoon may greatly Riſe, or greatly fall. 
ne brave Oclavies then, poſſeſs the Poſt, 
$i Honour gain; which by refultng's loſt, 


n. 
Not fierce Achilles by the Greeks renown'd, 
Pen by the Wiſe V!yſſes ſlyly found 

Wolv'd in Love in Deidamia's Arms, 

W(-1is'd, ſuſpecting leaſt ſuch rude Alarms, 

as Cer with ſuck Cenfuſion then peſlett, 

&:d v21ious Paſſions ſtrugling in his Breaſt, 

& 07 a ſuddea ſeiz'd my Soul oppreſt, 

1 le Love and Honour ſtrongly did conteft, 
ec 2: laſt than loſe my riſing Fame, 

Id ber of Cow id that ignominious Name, 
even oblig'd by Foice for to comply, 
Nelſe perhaps in Priſon baſely lye, 

nh ethe Noble Youth diretly went, 

ey without, wühin all Diſcontent. 


Olm 


We may the Toils of War more eaſily (uſtai, 


6 Love- Letters. 


Soon as we came to the Refulgent Court, 
Where all the Great Commanders did icſor:. 
To find my Captain, he conducts my way, | ) 
Of whom 1 might receive without delay | 
His New Commands, and in my Poſt ober. 
When introduc'd, and uſual Homage pai, 
The Gilded Heroe thus advancing, ſaid, 
Welcome Octavio, to our Army join'd, 

So bleſt, indu'd with ſuch a gen'rous Mind, 
Tho' now my Fate has me ſuperior plac'd, 

I ſhould be proud if with your Friendſhip gt 
Soon muſt we leave indeed this Happy Shoe, 
Heav'n only knows, if to behold it more, 
See theſe, the Regal Orders juſt receiy'd, 

The Troops in France mult be by ours tele 
And &er the Morning Sun ſhall gild the Sky, 
We muſt embark, and to relieve em fe. 
Yet if we there in Amity remain, 


Swift to thy home this moment then repai!, 
And all things quickly to depart prepate, 
Stay not ſo long (the fleeting Hours ate (es) 


Not ev'n to bid thy deareſt Friends adicy, k 


Love- Letters. 7 
So Mighty Monarchs humbler Mortals fway, 

Refilting's Death, tho' Death if they obey. 

And here, alas! the only Difference lyes, 

le fit with Shame, the laſt with Honour dyes. 

Thus forc'd along, i ſoon return'd again, 

And, tho? difratted with the parting Pain, 

Stiled my Griefs, and duſt not once complain. 

EF we fon with all our Mirmidon, advanc'd, 

And on the ſparkling Waves embarking lanch'd, 

Landed at laſt on Gallia's fertile Coaſt, 

| Where now encamp'd I ſtay, with anxious torments 

colt, 


Methinks I hear my charming Nymph exclaim, 
And ſighing thus my tedious Ling'ring blame: 
Where are thoſe Pleaſures I was wont to taſt, 

And melting turfeit on the bleſt Repaſt? 

one is th' appointed Hour, and long expir'd, 
And abſent ſtill the Youth fo much deſit'd, 
Dark is the Night and dangerouſly late; 

© Prelerye him Heavens from diſaſt' tous Fate! 


Expect no longer now, 'tis Fate indeed, 
his curſed Separation has decreed: 
Moſt 
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Moſt diſmal Fate, and how long to dvd, 
Our mutual Joys, Jeve only can decide. 

But tho' aa Age; I ſtill Gould love you mote, 
If poſſible, than e'et 1 did before. 

But ah! my Fears encicaſe my raging pai, 
Leaft Time ſhou'd change your Love to cold diſd 
Think of thoſe Raptuies that your Soul poſle? 
When Cer I languiſh'd on your downy Beal, 
Think with what Atdour I've expreſt to yo! 
My very Soul, and Thoughts fincere!y tis 
Then let me this Return at leaſt but find, 

To keep Ofavio ever in your Mind. 

And this, thou lovely Maid, 1 muſt int rea”; 

In frequent Letters conſtant Love repeat, 

One Line from you wou'd my diu Soul rewe 
Aud to your ſelf ſecure me while alive: 

Soon ſlippery Fortune unforeſcen, may change, 
Aud fe- unite our Souls by m-ans as range, 
Till ken thou charming Angel ceaſe com 
And bleſs me ſtill, for tnou'rt my only Sa: 


{ W 
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LETTER II. 9 


From a Cavalier to a Nun. 


HY, lovely Treaſure of my Soul, immur'd | 
In happy Cloyſters and from harms ſecur'd, 394 
ktuſe by Regal Pow'rs compell'd away b 
n Joys more dear than to the Blind the Day, 

plead in Arms my ſuff ' ring Country's Caule, 

bd meet intrepid Death's devouring Jaws, 
Wn you unjuſtly charge my longing Heart, 

e curſt the Day wherein oblig'd. to part, | 

d Ablence worſe than dire infernal pains, ** 

n treach' tous breaking Loves delighiful Chains? 
cutſed Jealouſie! that can ſuggeſt | 
agroundleſs Thoughts to break my Angel's reft ; 
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bd yet bleſt Paſſion that can ſweetly prove 
Eh how much Int'reſt ae returns my Love. 
Tor- 
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Tormenting Abſenee firſt diſtracts my Brain, 
Then jealous Fears exafperate the pain, 


{001 
Preſent in Viſions to the dubious Maid, 22 
A beauteous Rivals and herſelf betray'd ; 3 


Now ſhe no longer doubts the ſad Deceit, 
An! black Deſpair do's all her Iils complcat. 
Thus you (i Life) without juſt Cauſe complyin, 
Imaginary Notes entettali!, / 
And Cenſtring ali things wiong, torment your 
ſelf in vaiu; 
How cou'd you think, when | 0 oft have (ue 


No Miſer lov'd his hoardced Trealute more, , < 
When threat'ning Danyers did our joys ſurround, | 1 . 
Had I within thoſe ſacred Walls been found, 15 

Whips, Wracks, and Tortures, I'd been doom'd to ? 
And broken Limbs extended on the Wheel, he 
And to a lingiing Death at laſt rcſign, ch 8 
And fall a Martyr for my Nymph Divine, EW, 
That 1 ſo ſyon cou'd leave ſuch high prz d n 
And madly follow worthleſs trivial Toys: RF 
Sconer fond Mothers ſhou'd their Infants lay, TE 
When ſwectly pratling on the Lap they play: WR wi 
Sooner ſhou'd peaceful Kings their Thrones tee ty 
And cloath'd in Rags in loathſome Dungh.!s rak * 


0 


ſooner Sol ſhou'd from his Center fall, 
in 1 forſake my Mariana's Arms, 


ccu'd not ſure, if as you ſay) you loy'd 
well ny Perſon, and my Parts approv'd, 
Ir think in carneſt I wou'd prove ſo vile 

; fiſt to flatter, and at laſt beguile 

Nn urmleſs Beauty? lovely Saint enclos'd, 
Ye: en your panting Boſora I repos'd, 

Sh Turtle murm'rings my declining Head, 
m which with Raptutes oft my Senſes fled, 
n (olemn Oaths proteſting to be true, 
chen believ'd I none ſhou'd love but you, 
then ſoreſa not the diſttacting Hour, 

Ich 0u'd our mutual Joys alone devour, 

þ c:uſe of panting, ſad diſaſtrous Fate! 

Ich my laſt Lines did faithfully relate. 

n jcalous Frenzy pre- poſſeſt, you ſay, 

þ not by Force, but wilful flight away. 

d with Pleaſure that 1 left your Charms, 
[tally languiſh in anotker's Arms, 

je: mes (my Dear) in anger you com; lain, 
Ny dull Lines declare my cold diſdain, 
Tien 
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i overwhelm in Flames Earth's crackling Ball, 


ea in Thought diſlike her Heav'nly Charms, 
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Then freely own my promiſe to return, 
And too ſeverely my lad abſence mourn, 


Oh! cou'd you ſee the bottom of my Soul, 
And how ſincerely I with you condole ; 

Then nought but abſence wou'd diſturb your 08 Del 
And jealous Fears no more your Thoughts mol) tg 
e fc 
Great were my Torments, if the Cauſe 10 mg; y | 
Than to be forc'd from the Elyſian Shote, thi 
Where center'd all my Pleaſures and Repoſe, 191 
And be the cauſe from whence your Moutning fon 'S | 
But to reflect on your exiream concern, Ind | 
When you (bleſt Angel) doubt my ſute rectum, Non: 
When by your falſe diſtruſtful paſſion led, nd | 
You pine with Fears that I'm for ever fled, nen 
This rends my Soul with Griefs that can't be to, ed, 
Makes me reſolve to be at once ſo bold, ich 
As to deſert my Troop and raſhly fly, ou la 
To prove me conſtant to your Arms, and dye, 0 hei 
Jul b 
While thus your Torments and my own | bei; | 
And griey'd at your unjuſt complaints deſpair Feat 
nd 19 


In wild Confuſion, while I mule alone 


On dang'tous means to be at once undone. 
Pit 


— 2 
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opitions Heav'n in time do's interpoſe, 

ad to my wounded Soul thele healing thoughts 
diſcloſe. 


Deſiſt deluded Youth, e'er yet too late, 

ind urge not hers and thine impending Fate; 
ke for a moment's eaſe how great's thy fal?, 
Love, thy Life, thy Honour, and thy Al! 
ais delign, precipitate you lole, 

$11 laſting Joys you may ſecurely chute, 

F' is (icdious Ablence but a while ſuſtain, 

Wnd here with Honour in the Camp remain; 
Non fall your Arms Victorious gain a Peace, 
nd hoſtile Deeds with Acclamations ceaſe, 
Den with Applaufe ſhall you return again, 
Ind, in ame nds for all your anxious Pain, 
Dich eager haſte upon the Wings of Love, 

Fo! twittly flying like a panting Dove, 

0 her extended Arms, with fierce deſire 

ball bleſt arrive, and ev'n with Joys expire, 


| Ceaſe, Mariana, then, ſuſpend your Grief, 
oon expect me to your ſure Relief. 


B | All 
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All jealous Phantoms baniſh from your Ptegl.) 


It poſſible, compoſe your Soul to Reſt, * 
And think that quickly we may both be bleſt. \ AS 
on 

Let theſe juſt Reaſons but content thee, whil, 2 
My angry. Fair, and cauſe a peaceful Smile; La), 
And here I ſwear, by all thoſe lovely Charms, . 


By all thoſe Joys ve taſted in your Arms 
By Heav'n that may the Perjur'd Wretch deft 
That none but you I'll, while alive, enjov, 


M hat 
And 
More 
And 
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LETTER III 
From a Cavalier 0 a Nun. 


2 vain, unhappy faithleſs Fair, I find, 
MT aſlwage thy Griefs, and ceaſe my anxious 
| Mind, 

Do 1 attempt in artleſs Lines to tell 

Wy abſent State, and groundleſs Fears repel. 

u hat can 1 ſay, thy tim'rous Soul to move, 

And once aſſure thee of my conſtant Love, 

More than without Diſguiſe before Vye urg'd ? 
Aud mult I ſtill with freſh Complaints be ſcourg'd ? 


B 2 'Tis 


. 
(Abb) 
610 
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is wondrous hard, by fad Experience (4, 

v 5 mutual Love's with bleit Enjoy ment's Cc 
While each Careſs more firmly do's nnite 
Their Souls enchanted with the dear delig 
hen in the midſt of :!1 their Heav'nly Joys, 
Ford Amoious Pratling, and endearing To! 
Pleas'd in each others plighted Faith ſecure, 
AS if their Paſſion ever wou'd endute. 

That then, juſt then, curſt Fate ſhou'd interpose, 
Divide their Joys, and break their ſweet Rego 
'Tis very ſad, *tis hard, that all muſt own, 
And juſt Excuſe that you're uncaly grown. 


Yet oft Pm pleas'd when I review thoſe L 21 
Where you ſo hardly Cenſure ev'n my beſt Dela 100 
May, when you rave and moſt o all excliim, F 
And all my 4@ions undeſerv'dly blame; Deze 
Ev'n then my Amorous Senles moſt you move, "0 
And I conclude *tis all th'Eftc&s of Love. We ( 


True Love alone can apprehend ſuch Fear, 7? 
And when molt Jealous ſhou'd the moſt Endear, St 


*Tis Truth, indeed 1 own, as Fame declares; 
T hat joyful Peace, inſtead of dreadful Wars, 
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laſt obtain d, now juſt begins to Smile, 

ad bleſles all, but wretched me the while, 
AAructiyve War is gladly now no more, 

nd Toils, and Dangers of Engagement v'er, 
ow ture, I know you think I may 1emove 
Im hence, and haſten to the Scene of Love, 
bow no Excuſe can longer me detain, 

muſt be falſe if abſeut 1 remain. 

rah! my Fair, attend what I relate, 

Ind it you Love at ſuch uncommon rate, 
mull ſwell your Grizt,but ture your Rage rebate, 


No ſooner did the dire Deſtruion ceaſe, 
IId Dangers yaniſh at approaching Peace; 
Nen mad with Joy while thus we gain'd our ends, 
ud mortal Foes became embracing Friends. 
Fleas'd with the Proſpect of my bleſt Return, 
Farouzing gladly, while without concern 
e ſpent, exulting, the Victorious Day, 
Ex><ting homewards ſoon to march away. 
Wi on a ſudden was our Mirth allay'd, 
And we tho? Victors worſe than Captives made. 
For now (Curſe on the damn'd unjuſt Commands,) 


Mete Orders ſent to our ſelected Bands 
Þ 3 To 


18 
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To march that Inſtant ard poſſeſs the Town, 
Ly Feace lurrender'd to our Conqu'ring Coy, 


So by rude Storms the vent*ring Sailor biens, 
Thro' Scenes of horrour on fome Coaſt unkny: 
With Art and Stiength redoubled ftrives ama, 
The Port delign'd in ſafety to regain; 

Wich juſt iccover'd, and before his Ey-c, 
New raging Tempei!s all at once ane 

Ard diive him back to fome remorer Chow, 
From the wiſh'd Harbour, juſt in fight betore, 


Fa'e urg'd the Sentence, and we mult obey; 
For who the live Decrees of Fate can ({y? 
But then to thus be tantaliz'd mm vain, 

And tird with ProfpeRts which we can't obtain, 
With Rage and Fury rais'd my boiling Blood, 
Ev'n to Diſtraction {caice to be withſtood. 
Sometimes 1 ſtorm'd, and in wild Nagings (wor 
To ſerve in Arms th' ungrateful State no more, 
Then ſadly ſoftning into Childiſh Tears, 
Mourn'd the Misfortunes of my fl-nder years. 
Fierce were my Pains at fifſt beyond belict, 
And al moll inſupportable my Grict, 


il, 
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bac like the Bird, which by the Snares iatwin'd, 


ja the clole Limits of the Cage contin'd, 
-priv'd from ſporting in th' unbounded Sky, 


10 Vain atrempiing as betore ro fly; 
Flut'ting from ſide to fide at fuit do's beat 


His Wings, and ſullenly rcjects his Meat, 


ßecomes more Tame and gentle by degrees, 
And lives at laſt witlun his Cage at caſe 


Nou en perlwaded that „was all in vain, 


To {i;:veto ſhake off this uncaly Chain, 
by tedious Cultom to the Yoke inut'd, 


rh more Heroic Patience 1 endur'd. 


an! when ſhall 1 be hence with Joy reſtor'd 
To the bleſt Charms I have fo long ador'd? 
put partial Fortune for the moſt Decrees 


10 Fools, and Souls ignoble, Wealth and Eaſe, 
E Whit Worthier Mortals indigent remain, 
And meet with nought but Croſſes, Plagues and Pain. 


Here muſt I Nay confin'd the Fort to guard, 


This, this for all my Toils tl” unjuſt Keward, 
| Cou'd 1 but now my Liberty regain, 
Aud each thule Cloſtets which my Saint conta'n, 


Un- 
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Uninterrupted might I theie poſſeſs 
Thy Charms, and fearleſs thee my Love cate; 
To tell me then thou'rt thus my Dear adyauc'd. 
Has but the more my pond'rous Griefs inlanc'd, 


But time will come, tho” now beyond our (iy)! 


When theſe black Clouds ſhall be diſſolv'd in Light 
When Storms and Tempeſts ſhall no more be ces, 


No Show'rs but Pleſlings from a sy ſeren-. 
When I with Honours crown'd ſtall hence bo. Gn 
And bleſs'd retire with Pleaſure and Content, 
To thee my only Joy where then thou lt !(-, 
And be convinc'd none ever loy'd like nic 
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Ira a Cavalier t a Nun. 0 


O live in Exile from my lovely Maid, 
T In whom my Life, my Soul, my All was laid 
Fendute the rude Fatigues of Martial Strife, 

gd to harraſs and expoſe my Lite. 
When Wars were over ſtill to be confin'd, 
$:1:c!''d from my Hopes and poorly lett behind, 

{car my Charmer like a Dove complain, 
Who'e harmleſs Mate has been betray'd and lain, 
And | unable to remove her Grief, 
i hence eſcape to come to her Relief. 


W hat 
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What harder Fate can I alive (ullain ? 
Or what procure to mitigate my Pain ? 
1 live *cis true, and feign a pleaſing Air, 
Strive all I can to hide my dcep Deſpair, } 


But ſpight of all my Arts, my Sadneſs il! * ® 6 

pear. : \ V U 4 

My tireſome Friends impertinent ly try, | A 

With ttiffling Queries, in the Cauſe to pry, ) Anden 

Which when they ſee's in vain they thus con 5 WD: is 

| f Ao tu 

doling cry, ap 

Chear up thy seul, with gay Diverſions p':1'; WP" 

Thy Senſes, drown'd in this fo ſtrange Diſc: hat 

*Tis Melancholly all which clouds thy Brain, nd 

Sprung from Corupted Blood in every Vein. Soup 

I complaiſantly give them all their way, a 

Yet can't but ſmile to think how wide trom Tra Wi 

they ſtray. | 7 

* Tis you alone, my Beauteous Nymph, that krow ) That 
The Cauſe from whence my dite miſchances flow, . 

Whence all my former Joys, and whence my 10 wn 


quent Woe, 


Weile 


Loves Leiters. 7.4 

Nie 1 (as once) a Stranger now to Love, 

11's now my Priſon wou'd my Palace prove. 

0's all thoſe Tleaſures that the Young delight, 

u what's their Day to me's diſtaſt ful Night. 

vet, O Cruel untelenting Maid, 

u ute me juſt as if you're ſure I'd paid 

diy 4dorations at ſome poorer Shrine, 

And ilight your Charms 1 once eftcem'd Divine. 

Pils it *caulſe you want ſome poor Pretence 

Ho turn me oft, ſecurely to diſpence 

Four Joys to ſome Gay Fool you next admire, 

Vho'll prove as falſe as is your new Delire, 

That thus in ſeermng Rage you (lull complain, 

Rad what's my Love interpret as Dildain ? 

Neis (propitious Heaven avert the Thought,) 

Fd bre been Confiant all this while for nought, 

Then Strive no mote with artful Lines of Love, 

by poor deluded Soul to baiely move, 

But gen'touſly confels Time has deſtroy'd 

That Love you vow'd, when 1 your Charms en- 
joy'd, 

Vor keep me lingering in a painful Death, 

u can you're falſe and P11 refign my Preath. 


re 


LG 


Bur 
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But hold my Soul, where will thy Raving let 
This were enough to make her Falſe indeed 
What have I done? by this Pm ſurely loſt, 
Loſt to my Fair, by Jealous Madneſs to(} 
But Oh! Divine Celeſtial Pow'rs give Eat 
For Mariana now no more will hear. 

If e' er unconſtant I my Vows have broke. 
And for another have her Arms forſoch,; 
If here on purpoſe not by Force I ſtay, 
Or lighted her for New Amours to ſtray ; 


ut 
They 
Atte d! 
Wxtrea! 


May diteful Vengeance ovenake my Crim: Tas 

And I be loath'd to all ſucceeding Times. Mud y 
And now, Divinely Fair, for once forgiv- Wien | 
A Fault which you've committed oft, belicve WO" © 
My Love might then to be ſincere be known, jon h 
When to ſuch raging Heat ſo ſoon *rwas b!own. IR" end 
I know you cou'd not, nay you wou'd not dats pitan 
Such ſolemn Vows ſo quickly to for{wear. + 
You're Good neſs all, and conſtantly profe!: 7 


VUnfeign'd Deſire, and Love to vaſt Excess. 
And in Return I not an Hour miſpend, 

But all my time's employ'd our Griefs to end. 
Hurrying from place to place in haſte I run, 
Aud leave no means to be releas'd undone. 5 
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dar Covernour's Conſent, 1 oft implore, 

or till obtaia'd will 1 appeas'd give o'er. 

an urgent Pray*rs 1 till his Ears aſſail, 

hurt all his Friends that with him can prevail, 
IId doubt not thus that my Deligns can fail, 


out ſad Misfortunes ſure muſt ſoon be paſt, 
Fi: were too fierce, too mighty, long to laſt. 
:tccams in Pleaſure, or Extreams in Pain, 
Iitreams in all Things but a while remain. 
ink but of this while Abſent :.ere 1 itiy, 
Aud your impatient Fears "twill much allay; 
en live my Fair, for your Octavio keep 

Four Charms unſully'd, ceaſe in vain to Weep, 
Won hence releas'd III fly with haſte, (prepare 
Jo end at once my long tormenti::g Care, ) 
Þ{tantial Pleaſure in your Arms to taſt, 

nich then may long uninterrupted laſt, 

accept the lovely Prize fo juſtiy due, 

© Love like mine, ſo conſtant, and ſo true, 
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from a Cavalier to a Nu 
| but 
R . uſt 1 
H Mariana, what! in Anger till - | 
. 0 at 
Ate you reſolv'd, without remorſe, to (;! 
ien 
A Youth, whoſe only Crime, (in Tears | tc a 
Was loving you, my Fair Ingrate, too we!! * 
| d m 
: = OE 
She who was wont my SufPiings to condo!s, 
And let me tell the Sorrows of my Soul ; wk. 
. 0 14 
Now grown diſpleas'd, my piteous Moans ſlie b W 
And calls*em but Effects of Loves expiring Fla 5 N 
Inſtead of thoſe dear Smiles, that bleſt Relief, . * 
W Ie. 


That us'd to calm my rougheſt Storms of bi 
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now repioaches me with cold Return, 
+ want of Amorous Khetorick and Concern, x 
d when 1 ſeem her Pity to Implote, 

d ic!l my anxious Soul's Relentment o'er, 
is then I'm falſe, have loſt'my wonted Fite, N 

is my Avetlion, or ſome new Deſite. my 


hy, cruel Angry Mariana, why, | 4 
annot I ſpare from Love one Mournful Siah, | 
t you muſt think unkindly, and unttue, Ft 
hat 1 Unconſtant rb you of your Due? \ 
F 1 but one kind Epithet omit, * 3s 
Wt be thought that Paſſion to forget, 
Fiat taught me ſuch endearing Things to ſays 
hea firſt your fatal Eyes did my poor Heart be- 
tray ? | 

nd muſt 1 ne'er reſieft on all y Woe? 
Hole Ills that I, while ablent, unvergo. 
What, tho? unhappy Fate do's thus CI. alily * 
That I muſt here tor men ed ſtill remain, 45 
nd tho! I'd give Ten Thouſand Worlds to fte | 
My ſelf from hence, and this Anziety; 
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Yet ſince they're wanting, 'tis in vain to fliiys this 
To force my Chains, and think t'eſcape alu ad to 
Muſt you, becauſe theſe Hardſhips 1 lament, | 
scem but the more (petverſly) diſcontent ? As th 
ho) f 
Any but you, wou'd ſure have been appessed, | thi 
And rather ſtrove my Sadneſs to have eas'd, nden 
Vith tender Lines t'extenuate my Pain, in R 
And not on me, but on my Fate, Complain; þloud, 
This is 2 way to try my Love indeed, To cy. 


And make my Heart with Fears and Anger bleet. es 
This, had I nought, beſides, my Mind to ven, Fell | 


Were ſure enough my Reaſon to perplex. Aud 
Diſtracting Pains torment my throbbing Soul, When 
Where Anguiſh rends, and Griefs confug'dly rou!, {Wd | 
Thus tir'd of Life, I juſt expiring faint, 10% 
From your hard Ulage, and my own Reſttaint. That 
But if thou'rt Falſe, thou Dear deceiving Maid, Put b 
And theſe but Baits haſt to delude me laid, Ber © 
if conſcious of your Charms, of Conqueſt yain, ) Ehen 


. 


You new Adorers every Moment gain, ( 
Let ſtrive you old ones Falſely to detain; 


Had 
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his be true, (as 1 but juſtly tear,) 

ad co Confirm my Doubts be plainly made a- 
pear, 

Ag that baſe Crimes will be at laſt reveal'd, 

ho" for a while they're craftily conceal'd,) 

| this fatal Truth ſhou'd &er ſurvive, 

nd not my Pains of Reaſon me deprive. 

I in Revenge wou'd thro? the World proclaim 

Aloud, the tieach'rous Mariana's Fame; 

To cyciy fond admiring Fool declare 

$he's Falle within, as outwardly ſhe's Fair, 

Tell how like them 1 was at firſt deceiv'd, 

And all Divine, her harmleſs Looks believ'd, 

When o'er my Soul ſhe had a Conqueſt gain'd, 

And her ambitious Proſpects once vbtain'd. 

low wou'd ſhe ſwear, when fondly I careſs'd, 

nat her kind Heart ſhou'd be by none poſſeſs'd, 

But bleſt Octavio ſhou'd alone enjoy 

Ber Soul, his deat Embraces ne'er cou'd cloy. 

Then was my fancy'd Heav'n, and ſurely then, 

Had any Mortal ſo audacious been, 

Ps to aſſert, ſhe but diflembled well, 

Y laid him dead, or for ker bold!y fell, 


CT 3 
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Yet ſoon I found by (ad Experience true, 
When Adverſe Fortune ſnatch'd me from her Viz, 
What ſhe call'd Love was but a vicious Fire, 
And vaniſh'd with the Object of Deſire. 

Thus I'll forewarn the Gazing World to ſhun 
Her Hren Charms, leaſt they're like me undors 
If Cer thou'rt Falſe, this ſweet Revenge V1] ti, 
And curſe the Sex for Mariana's ſake, 

Sur if 1 find, when I return again, 

Thou'it Conſtant ſtill, and all my Fears are dan 
Not all the Gilded Honours of the Court, 
Nor Wealth, nor Beauties of the Brighteſt for; 
Not Force or Art ſhall e'er our Loves divide; 
Pl Live and Dye with you, and none bclide, 


The End of the Cavalier's Letter: 
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being indiſpos'd on Chriſtmas 
Daz. 
I. 

„ O you, beloy'd, inchanting Fair, 
| Thus writes the wounded Swain, 

with Wiſhes for a Happy Year, 
ji Who feels an Age of Pain. 
For wiſhing's all that he can do, 


. 
ere. , : 
E=Et===kqi: Beitowing does belong to you. 


May 
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II. 


May Health, from Spleen and Vapours free, 
With you each Chr:flmas Crown; 

The God of Mitth and Gaicty, 

From Sorrow guard his Throne, 

But tho' you don't Misfor:unes know, 
Think, think on thoſe 1 undergo. 


III. 

Thus form'd by Nature with deſign 
For Univerſal Sway 
To make your Sex with Envy pine, 
And ours with Joy obey : 

Since you mult many a Wietch undo, 
May not the Guilt be laid to you. 


—— 


5 
When Crouds of Lovers {uppliant wait 
Their long- expected Doom, 

| Attending till you ſpeak their Fate, 
The Tyrant ne'er aſſume. 

For kind ot Cruel Slaves we're itill, 
Then let us taſte the ſwegter Ill. 


let 
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v. 799 
Yet if a Fop ſo hardy be, 7 
To fancy to beguile 
| The Fiuit inclining, let him ſee, % 
And raiſe him with a Smile. b 
| Then ſoot forth Darts from ſcornful Eyes, my 
And drive him out of Paradiſe, C 
VI. 


Audacious Wretch, to think to play . 
With you your ſubtile part. 
Preluming he to Heay'n might pray K. 
With Lips, and not with Heart. | 
How can a Slave ſo ſenſeleſs be, | 
70 think All- piercing Eyes can't. ſee. g 
VII. 
kut to your Mild and Conſtant Swain, 
Some tender Thoughts reveal; 
And fince his Heart has felt ſuch Pain, | | 
As none but he can feel : \Þ 
one him, his Sufiings to relieve, * 
Such Joys, às none but you can give, 1. 6 


0 55 
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CODEC 


Dorinda to Mirtill 


Cruel Youth, as Cruel as you're Fal, 
You mind my Sighs no more than Wind a 
Air, 
O could you Love like me, my lovely Swain 
Tut that's a fruitleſs Wiſh, a Wiſh in vain. 
To Love again would be too great a Blils, 


That would be Heaven, and boundleſs Happinels, 


But ſure to Pity you may be inclin'd, 

The Wretched plead it; O too much wnkind! 
In vain I call, Mirtillo ſwifter flies; 

Airtilio lights, and poor Dorinda dies, 


While 
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ile this I write, a Thouſand Tears diſtill, 


\! crnel Shepherd, had I never known 
by fatal Charms, I had not been undone, 
o Love, and not Enjoy, is downright Hell, 


hat Torment 'tis, they only know, who feel. 
;' what Exceſs of Pain I now endure! 


d were the Tables tura'd, Mirtillo know, 

ada would not uſe Mirtilio ſo. 

Wy dcar Mirtillo, could you only gueſs 

Tic houfandth part of my Unhappineſs, 
ou: gentle Soul would ſome ſmall Pity how, 
dye, becauſe I cannot live, for you, 


> 
— 


A!l the Jong day I for Mzirtii/lo figh, 
ne leaſt noiſe look out, and think 'tis he. 
"7 will my Love his coming thus delay? 
Tos Ay on, and hurry down the Day. 
s hel come at Night, but Night denics 


_— 4 Y-Y FY EY 3 + * 
Urn Obiect 10 Larinda 3 Eyes. 


ö. 
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„ 


TY Then 


zus equal Words, and guide the Mournful Quill, 


Jou gave the Wound, will you not give the Cure: 
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Then think the Night will friendly Reſt beſtoy ; 
But Reft, alas! ſuits not with endleſs Woe. 
Sleep flies the wretched Lover, ſoft Repoſe 
Shuns my poor Heait, and diſtant Objects knoy 
Sometimes I dream, my Love, 1 have thee tif, 
Kiſs the dear Lip, and hug thee by the Waiſt, 
Pleas'd with th' imperfe& Joy, I onwards (priny 
(But ſee th' Inconſtancy of ey'ry thing ) 

The happy Dream ſteals gently from my Eves, 
1 wake, and find the pleaſing Phantom flugs 
Thus Day and Night J am deluded on, 

And in an endleſs Maze of Diſappoirtments nin, 


O my Mirtillo, ſee a wretched Maid, 
By too much Love and Innocence betray'd; 
By Vows deluded, by falſe Hopes lead on, 
( Curſt Magick of thy dear inchanting Tong: 
Too ſoon was vanquiſh'd, and too foon unlone. 
Hear me Falſe Youth, by all the Powers bone, 
Nay, what is more, by all the Powers of Lot, 
I here Conjure thee, O Mirtills turn, 
O let thy Soul with equal Ardours burn, 


would the Gods the Boon 1 beg beſtaw, 

cle e your Love, or leſlen miac for you. 

ut the xclentleſs Powers deride my cars, 

ch at my Sighs, grow deaf co all my Prayers.) 
me for ſome few Hours, with you alone, 

ke the (ad Turtle murmur 0:t my Moan, 

is enly thing, my Lite, I ask of you, 


Oo 1 bs Ae n { 121 
Ire ſoft Embrace, one long and laſt Adieu. 


* 


5 


frer this Mirtills proves unkind, 
F oft Carefles can no longer biud, 
bn falls a willing Saciifice, 
und then with Satisfaction dyes, 

gr whither am I got? my Lines low on, 
bt like my Sorrows, aud ale endleſs grown. 
de cone; and all that now rtcmiains behind, 


., 
an 


I'm thine for tu — 


Ob —— > 0 no be king, 


Dotinda. 
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ALBAN 10˙5 Starry in F 


1 1 MON1884 
Pouth of Nineteen Tear 


In Mio? Verſe. 


Lor 


E. 


O ſing th' Effects Connubia! ſe; 
And bliſsful 3 of the genial Bed, 
My Mule aſpires; thro* ways to herunknowr 
She takes her flight, and with expanded W. 
Divides th' Ambrofial Air and Spicey Bte 
That. fan the beatilick Climes of 


ad gently ſpr-ad the innate Odours wide 
uro all the Cyprean Grove, where Spting Eternal 
noms freſh and gay, and everlaſting Verdure 


thron'd 
ver all the Globe bears univerſal Sway, 
% all to Love's ſoft Empite Tribute yields; 


„ 


. 3 


Ind when the little Archer twangs his Bow 
Nothing the Golden Arrow can repel, 


A Tower of Braſs high rear'd on Baſes firm, 
nd ſtrongly fenc'd with Bolts and maſſive Bars, 


Woof the flying Plume; but all in vain 

Ne Bolts and Bars where mighty Love commands. 
Core, the Almighty Alchymiſt, can change 

Fo ev'ry Face, and vary ev'ry Form: 

e melts to Golden Showers, and thro' the Tyles 
Tranfules radiant Drops, and on the Fair 
Peſcends in flocid Rain, Ambroftal Gellies, 


E Nay Heav'n's high Walls Love's fires have often 
ſcal'd, 


nd ruſtling thro' the Clouds have torc'd theit way 
D 3 
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tons all the Year, where Love's fait Queen in“ 


Pac would have thought might have ſecurely keps 
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Eva to the Penctralia of the Gods. Gla: 
The Saphire Vaults brig htned with light Refes, Tue 
And Fove, Majeſtick Jove's Imperial Breaſt Lor 
Has foften'd into amorous Ecſtaſies. 
Sol, the great Flambeau of the World, docs gig Cc; 
With Love ſiek flames, each beam is p: ted e 
The Gods Marine that rule the wat'ry ond 7 
Partake of (upid's Fires, the Lambent W aye; #% 
The Deities inſpire, and all around Tth 
The blueiſh Region roll and gently burn, AV 
To Strains of Love the Triton, Vocal Shells, as 
And Nereids ſirilier Pipes ate aptly run'd, iet 
While Silver Thetis longing to enjoy 7 
Her Taramour, tolls on in cunling Waves, Tit 
ug 
But wha: of Heav'n and Sea ? Sure Hell has H 
The mighty Influence of this Sacred Pov'r * 
This Sacred Power has paſt the Stygrian Flood 7 
And all the due Su!phureous Waves below, 14. 


Has lull'd a growling Cerberus aſleep, 
And paſt tt” Eternal Adamantine Dens, 
Orpheas's Iv'ry Lute was tin'd to Love, 
And every trembling Choc breai h'd noug ht butler 


Hell's gtizly King has worn this Victor's Chain 


6, 


Glad to be thus enflav'd, while all around 
x, Ine daik Pavillion hung with blackelt Sables, 


Love's !prightly fices their am'rous Nas diſtend. 


ov WF fy then, O Goddeſs, ſince Immortal Powers 


Fo Moftals here to follow thei: Example? 
bite me then with one auſpicious Kay, 

Lind 'ct my teeble Muſe relate thy C. aquelts, 
A Mule, thy Vot' ry, that with protuund regard 
as at a diſtance view'd thy blitstul Manſions 
T:*mbling and panting oft has hovei's o'er 
Thols Myrtic Bowers, but never dad to enter 


—7 


Jo aid my Quill, while I in joyful Numbers 

Fchcatte the Triumphs of that hapy Day, 

Mien great Albani and the fair MHaniſſa 

Ty'd tlie ſoft Nuptiai Band. 

4 n10,.the Delight of Men and Gods, 

FA Min more graceful Natute never torin'd 
In Fort Majeſtick, noble h.s Behaviour 
[Elie and free, but without Affectation 


1 

4. 
7 1 1 3 145 p ' T) 44 | » þ : 
(Tha Epidemick Plague and hate ful Evil 
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Lede ſuck'd theſe gratetul Sweets, is it not Godlike 


ich Alcove be-fraught with #cauty': niſſes, 


Bat ſo mach tages with ſo much Contagion ;) 
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+1 Bat if exteriour Beauties grace the Mai 

| Moniſſa loves, O contemplate his Soul, 
The inward Beauties cf the better part, 

A Soul ſo vaſt, of Goodneſs uncoiin'd 
That like ſome mighty Teen: tolls alons; 
In ſtately Tyde, and richly does ditpe gc 
His Waves piolitick to the batten Soil. 

A Soul of ſuch tranſcendent Excelleice, 
Of ſuch extenſive Liberality, 

The Rich admire, but the Needy bleſs, 

As viewing here and there throughout that ge 
Myriads of ſhining Spaikles intenpers'd 

Of Goodneſs mote than human, 

Nay even Parnaſſus (now negiected Mount | 
Has ſhar'd his Favours, and muſt always d 
His great Munificesce, in ſuch an Age 
When Poely's deſpis'd, and the poor Mule 
Shines not as once in Ornamentai Gatb, 

But courlly clad creeps on in humble mood, 
Allanio then Demands the Mules Praiſe, 
And *tis but Juſtice if the gen'rcus Man 

Be ſtyled the Mules great Macenas, 


—— 


ca 
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'f Albanis has all manly Charms, 
Nuoſe of the ſoficr Sex has fait Mon. 
vymoh fo fac ſurpaſſing others Graces, 

An' hea's Silver Slo e the leſſer Ochs, 
ar d-ck the azure Curtains of Oh 
noh ſo well accomolift'd, and ador ad 


| the ric Endowments Nature e 
ame's Trumpe:, Eccbio takes he Sound, 
Ard wien glad Xeperitions fills the World, 
ing World, with bright Moniſſu's Praiſe. 


om ner lovely Cheeks adorns 
ve within her Eyes ſhows all his Charms, 
it and Beauty all con!pire to Wound 
'; Soul. and ſurely ſuch a Fair 
eve himſelf, were he a Man, would wed; 
F + thorof5re for Allunio, next to Jove 
I: Soodnels and in Worth. 


then, O Sacred Geddeſs, Queen of Lore, 
Tete adhile the Cyprian Grove, 

Lbanio's Soul inſpire 

Ph am'rous Flame, with gay Delire, 

Come 
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Come mighty Coddeſs come, 


Hit her, ye Graces, hither fly; oi gr 
Wich equa! Fic A niſu's heart ſupp! y, n 0rd 
Here etect the audy Throne Ropes 
Sacred to Love and Univerſal Joy, Df 0. 
Come, mighty Goddets, come, Che ©; 
Ard IC 

II. 1% 

Appear great Hymen too appear, e fi 


And bring hy Myſtick Mantle, bring thy hole kon 


And ſtiaic avorn the yielding Fair; ith E 
Bring too thy Torch that fites the Globe et 0: 
On high, thy æwſul *anners rear, 0 Ice 


Appear great H)men then appear. 


III. II dul 
Hither ye litzle Cupids hither haſt, 
That with ofticious care attend 
Your Mighty Queen's Commands, deſcend 
With her to grace this happy Feat. 
Hither ye little Cupid's hither haſt. 


And ſee in gilt Machines the Sovereign Powe! 
Deſcend to celebrate the Feſtival 


A. 


of gre: Albamo's Nuptials. 

I: o:der tang'd the glitt'ring Deities 

near, aloft the gaudy Streamers fly 

(reals Guards 3 Hymen performs 

Fi acred Rites, and Matrimonial Functions, 

ard round the yielding Nymph the ſhining ceſtus ties. 
„ atcends to bleſs the Bridal bed, 

u ſtately Juns is amaZ'd to ſee 

kom more ſtately than her own ; Love's Queen 
ith Eyes propitious views this happy Union: 

Ft on her telf reflecting, is concern d 

0 [ce thole Beauties that out- revel hers, 

e al! around a thouland little Les, 

With joytul AſpeR, clap their roſie Hands, 

Ul biiliced on th* Employment of the Day, 

Soc from ſoft Flutes breath am rous Harmony, 

me touch the trembling Strings of warbling Lyres, 

d nought is heard but dulcet Symphonies, 

ices Immoital with ſoft ſounding Tunbrels, 

es around the Bridal Bed appear 

bezing aloft, and from their painted Wings 

el their ſoft Influence on the happy Pair, 

wc happy Pair with fires ecſtatick glow, 

Eir Eyes al! ſparkling with the Sacted Flame 

FW [ur cs theirSouls to ch' higheſt pitch of Traniport. 
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Come all ye Nymphs, and ſoften now you; 1icy,, 
With pleaſing Eye behold your Captive Sine I 23 
Ceaſe your coy Pride, you fee Moniſſa yeilds, 7 
The brighteſt Nymph that ever grac'd your Ce itt; 


And come ye Swains, that us'd to tow vour 3 id 
In railing at the ſacred State; foibear, 

No more condemn the Grapes vou cannot tcl 

Albanto be your great Exemplar here, 

See how he lies bleſſing his happy Stars, L 
For O, what Sweets this Am'rous Bee ene 
Thro' Loves luxuriant Bowers he wild! y 105 

Taſtes ev'ry Sweet, thro” each Mcander ty i: 


And ev'ry flow'ry fold diſplayßs 


Here a little Cupid, that had teen all t/; 
wiring over MY Shoulder, and ſee 
ſcribled. ſnateht away my Pen, eine 
for Strangers to pry ſunther u then 
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I, 
LL Materials ate the ſame 
Of Beauty and Delire, 
Jn a fait Woman's goodly frame 
No Zrightneſs is without a Flame, 
No Flame without a Fire. 


. I. 


p 
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II. 


In many a cateleſs Ring; 


Would make her mad to be 3 bed. 
And cutl another Thing. 
III. 
If Modeſty it ſelf appear 
With Bluſhes in her Face, 


Can revel it no other where, 
Not warm another place ? 

IV. 
Ask but of her Philoſophy 
What gives her Lips the Balm; 


What gives ſuch Motion to her Eye, 
Or Moiſture to her Pa'm, 

V. 
Then be not nice, for tha: betrays, 
Celia, thy Thoughts and thee; 
There's ne'er a Beauty nor a Glace 
Adorns thy Body, or thy Face, 
But pleads within tor me, 


fo New Miſcellaueous Pac: 


It on her Neck her Hair's diſplay'd 


That heat which ſerves to curl her Head 
Think you the Blood that dances there 


What makes her Breaſt to heave o hg, 
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YY which 1 endure hom thy Divan» 


Alt thou not touch'd at my Compliant: 
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\ dad chou know the Cares Leet, 
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Fo what vaſt heigth my SOILOWS 1 l, 


| For Pity you'd relent. 
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II. 
When at the glad approach of Day, 
All Nature looks Serene and Gay, 
And the pleas'd Birds their Joys proclaim, 
Then1ifing Griefs my Boſom 1end, 
And ev'ty mournful Hour 1 ſpend, 
In ſighing out thy Name. 


III. 


Say Charmer, can't this Torment move 
That Heart, which ſeems averſe to Love. 
To grant ſome Eaſe to my Delpaix ? 
Say? Muſt I hepe no kind return, 
Muſt I with fruitleſs Paſlion burn, 
And you as cruel be as fair. 
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Sad Taſle of adeyen'rate Age! but you 
Victorious S --- c-— tt nobler Tracts purſue; 
You broke the Arbitrary Tower, and now 

The Tyrant Mule at laſt has learnt to bow. 
You've ſhown that things Religious can in(pite, 
And Strains Seraphick urge the Poet's Lyre, 
That Truths eternal may become his Khime, 
His Fancy elevate, his Soul ſublime. 

Of this the Ancient Fathers were conviic'd, 
Who Praie Divine in pious Hymns difpensd, 
And the Eternal Glotics would rehear'e 

In moving Numbers, never dying Vee, 

Early the Church Ambroſian Anthem knew, 
And Songs Gregorian dropt Celeſtial Dew, 
How much thele awful Notes and Numve1s now, 
Witneſs, ye Souls, who ſolemn Muſick lose. 
You Beredifine Quires, tis you can tell, 

How much thele Strains Terreftiial Strains excel, 
When rang'd in form alternately you $'i'y 
And imitate in Zeal the burning Scrap iin. 
Thea *tis you find the ruffed Thonghts at peice 
Unruly Pafſions then their Clamours cealc: 

Be calm'd each Mind, and the exalted soul, 
Sputns the dull Globe, and {oars beyond tlic c 
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dat theſe ecitatick Songs that charm the Mind 
in Latian Style were pen'd, to Latian Style coniin'd, 
ſill you their hidden Beauties did diſplay, 

rd Latten Flow'is to Brittſh Climes convey. 
RF 5 Charge by much the noble Plants improv'd; 
tot no one ever law 'em but they lov'd. 
Their Scent more fragrant aud more bright their hue, 
d blooming Glories. riſe at ev'ry view. 

010105 EEflects of the Traniplanter's Art, 
Woo could fo much variety impatt. 
FH: vine the Nature, and with great Succeſs 
To every Image gave a proper Dreſs: 

Fo: ven the Eye views ev'iy artful turn, 
Souls inRa n'd and pious Ardours burn. 
0, wouldit theu but another Task begin, 
Aid raile another Patt'iy againſt Sin, 
Tre Souls teal Paradiſe to Britains ſhow, 
Where in full Tides immortal Flealures flow; 
vrazig fall eſume her wonted Prailc, 
LA. Clown thee S- WUN Eternal Bays. 


Com- 
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Complaint againſt T! 


V 


When l'm with her then Hours but Minutes 
But when frem her, then ev'ry Hout's 


haſte, 


H, Envious Time, will vou 
When I'm 


now fl 


from her, you never mak 


— 


You have no Rule, you never equal go; 
But always att too faſt, ox elſe too low, 
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No 
the Happy Couple, Polidore 
and Felicia, upon the Birth 
of their Sou, October, 1698. 


hold, at length diſclos'd to vital Air, 
; A beauteous Offspring of a beauteous Pair! 
f youthful Love the firſt fair roduct lee! 
ulpicious Bud! what will thy bloflom be? 
ow ſweet thy blooming Youth,if ſuch thy Infancy? 
Chen riper Years with riper Chatms ſhall grace, 
1d open all the Glortes of thy Face, 
Features ſhal! the faireſt Swains outſhine, 
1 the fitſt Palm of Beauty ſhall be thine ; 
I; come'y swains behold, with pleaſing Pride, 
ieir ilver Image in the Cliryſtal Tide; 
> fall thy Parents, fill'd with rapt' tous Joy, 
telt Own Charms reflected in their Boy 

Hy men 
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men, O Hymen ! thou haſt richly paid 
The Vows, which for this happy Birth, the geg 


Lug 


Couple made, 
With Smiles the Mother views her young Delight, 
TheBabe returns thoſe Smiles hi: Mother to tegie“ 
The Father looks on both, and feeds his 1 045 

Sight. \ 
Oh wond'rous Scene of Bliſs !---See Love and 
And claps his Wings; fee Hymen waving , 
The Nuptial Torch, beſpeaks his Brother cy, 

HTME N, 
Look, little Love, what Bleſſings I bofi ow. 
See this, thou Boaſter! and ſubmit thy Bc: 
Theſe Triumphs my ſuperior Pow'r diſplay, 
C. PID. 

Yet to theſe Triumphs Love prepat'd the Way 
My gentle Arts provok'd the mutual Flame; 
I took the prize, and the firſt Honours chu, 
The longing Boy the lovely Maid puz'u'd, 
The lovely Maid with ſecret Pleaſute view d 
His eager Paſſion, innocently coy, 
And an{werd with a Bluſh the longing Boy 
I ſent the bleeding Victims to thy Shrine; 


And tho' the Spoils are your's, the Conquelt's it 
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HY ME N. 
1s Glory *ris to conquer than reſtore, 
deal d the Wounds, thy Darts had made before, 
(hat Joys canſt thou without my Licence give? 


What joys that virtuous Lovers date receive? 
I bring the faithful Pair to full Delight, 
Ind with chaſt Tranſports crown the Nuptial Night. 


6 
vn then I boaſt an equal Share at leaſt; 


I with my Mother furniſh out the Feaſt; 


| 


6 Joys could elſe enſue. Love plants the Vine, 
14 


ing the Vintage, Venus draws the Wine. 
HY M E. N. 


Nom men binds Death can alone ſet free. 


* + Tr « 
+. ow Win 4 


CZ FD. 
icir Freedom that ate bound by me. 
H T. ME N. 


ſt |'m 2 venerable Prieft, and you 


wat OY 
ov 4 Wis ate &. 


CU . 


Love has its Altars too; 
Iod, wen, all your Vot' ties rſt were mine: 

an von join their Hands till 1 their Hearts 
eutw ine. 


HT- 
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HTM E N. 
Yours is a fatuous and inconſt ant Fire, 
By Fancy kindled, blown by raſh Delite 


Mine a chaſt Veſtal Lamp, which never can Expire 


| CUPTD; 
Yet I ſupply the Oyl that Lamp to feed. 
HTA EN. 
Then ſince each others mutual Aid we n-24; 
Let's both unite, and Hand in Hand prepare 
With perfect Joys to feaſt this happy Patt 
Mine be the Charge the genial Bed to ble; 


With proſp'rous Births, and give a wiſh'd Lnciz, 


Paternal Virtues from the Stock ſhall ſhine 
Tranſmitted down, and brighten all the Line 
Each Boy his Father's generous Soul ſhall hate, 
Each charming Girl be like her Mother fait 
„ 

And 1, with thouſand little Loves in S$ta'e, 
To form my Train, will on their Nuptials wait. 
Their Nuptials ever new, each Night and Di; 
Freſh opening Scenes of Treaſure ſhall diſplay, 
And Time on doway Feet ſeal unperceiv d avay 
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ke circling Hours the circling Months hall chaſe, 

he Months the circling Years ſhall fly apace, ( 

jd ſmiling Pleaſures guide the Ring and " 
their am*rous Race: 

or Age's bold Approack my Preſence thall remove, 

ut with Enereaſe of Years I'll bring Eucreaſe of Love, 


— . — —— . Ae en 
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ro 
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Tet er 
On ALCAN DE R M 
7D LIEIIA his Witt, 
who died in one another 
Arms two Days after Mar 
riage. 


B) R. 8. 


O theſe, whom Death again did wed, 
This Tomb's a ſecond Maniage Bed; 
For tho' the cruel Hand of Fate 
Could Soul and Body {eparate, 
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cobld not Man and Wife divide, 
hey liv'd one Life, one Death they dy'd; 
ice, good Reader, do not weep, 
».ce, the Lovers ate aſl:ep :; 
hey ({weet Turtles) folded lie 
& the laſt Knot Love could tie; 
nd tho? they lye as they were dead, 
eit Pillow Stone, their Sheets ot Lead, 
o. hard and Sheets not warm) 
ove made the Bed, they'll take no harm. 
Tet *em flecp, let em ſleep on 
Mill this Stormy Night be gone, 
Andth' Eternal Morrow dawn; 
Then the Curtains will be drawn, 
Wd they awake into that Liglit, 
Wi hotc Day ſhall never end in Night. 
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| rewel 1 
f 4 i 5 8 8 aded 


On the much Lamented Deu 
of Mrs. Margaret B.- mb 


ern on 


Obful 


HE*sgone! alas! the beauteous Nymph is dead 
Dead to my Hopes and all my eager Wiſts, 


Do low 


How vain and fugitive are things Terreſtiial, 0, F. 
That roll beneath the Vortex of the Moon ge 
Nothing is firm and ſtable, allyThings tranſient "7p 
So when we've ſcrew'd up to the higheſt Peg * n 
Our ample Schemes of future Happineſs, Ly 
Some Fate uulucky, or ſome Chance diſaſtrous, {WF . © * 


Deſtiqñ 
* The Author puns on bil Miſtreſi's Name Margate! 
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toys the mighty Fabrick, nought appears "RR 


unexpected Diſappointments dite. . F | 
more, O then, no more, ſhall viſual Rays a 
ect the Optick Nerves with form acute, wo” 
i repreſent the charming Phiz of B .* 
- mb and her taking Mien, O then farewell i130 
ofe Sapphire Lips and Gums of Crocus hue, ; 204 
ee from th' ungrateful Load of cumbrous Teeth, 13 86 
ewel thou Grograin Gown and awful Mantle, 0 


ded with Silver Claſp in Number Plural. WW... 
rel thou radiant Jacket Tory ed, 
ok nicely ſew'd, and edg'd with good Galloon LL. 
deepeſt Mazarine ( delightful hue ) $M 4 
t may I ne'er omit the Non ſuch Shoes, TT 
rn only upon Days Non-ferial. | 
| Obfule colour, Heel of form Cylindrous 
Po'low, and both with Verdant Ferret ty'd, 
0, Farewel, a long and laſt Fatrewel; 
large Ampull with Vital Water fraught, EY 7 
betein th? Effluvia's ſmooth and delicate, F $5 
dulcet Aniſeed (not Coriander ) 
's capacious Rim, of Shape Anguillaz 
c or Conick, ſtriate or oblong 


* 
PRs.” 
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19011308 Vortex roll, like Tarticles 3 
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Of fam'd Carte ſius, hence it was obſery'd 
The ſubtle matter, when in Throat reticd , 


Kept ſtill its roulant Quality, and oft = = 
Would mount in circling Spires to Pericraniym 4 * 
Of she-Philoſopher; in Speculation 82 


Deep and profound would the great Matron (i, 
And awfully pronounce like grave Renatus, 
With equal Verity the Earth turns rouud, 8 
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ILAAIASAAAINIA AKA DAD 


1 


10 


P44 4-18 


I. 


\ HILE I, fair Delia, view thy Face; 
And ev'ry Charm admire ; 
Thy Eyes a thouſand Raptures raiſe, 

Aud burn me with Delare, 


Il, Tlan- 
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II, 
Tranſported thus, thou lovely Maid 
With Pleaſure I gaze on, 
Till by my heedleſs Looks betrey'd, 
I'm unawares undone, 


III. 


Thus the poor Wretch, whoſe luckleſs Sight 
The fatal Serpent ſpies, 

Looks on, and gazes with Delight, 
But as he gazes dies. 
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Martucio and Conſtantia. 


A Novel from Boccace, 


N that ſmall Iſland which extends before 

The wide Frontiers of the 4icrltan Shore, 
And from Lrpario does derive its Name, 
A Beante us Virgin of unſpotted Fame 
And well deſcended, did a while reſide, 
Admir'd by all, and of that Iſle the Pride; 
Love did at laſt the Charming Maid ſurprize, 
ot from the Glances of Martucio's Eyes; 
A great Deportment had the lovely Boy, 
All that cou'd win the Fair he did enjoy, 

nd none but Fortune to the Yoath was coy. ; 


i , 


Soon in her Eyes he read the ſoft Delire, 
« for Conſtantia butn'd with equal Fire 3 


* — — 
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Now the Connubial Rites alone remain, 


. . 0 
To crown their Pleaſures and reward their Pain, 3 

He to the rigid Father oft apply'd And bo 
1 , . Did lon! 
For his Conſent, and was as oft deny'd, * 5 
Theit diſtant Fortunes muſt the Match retard, 1 
5 bat with 

And only Money w u'd the Dad regard, 

Aan * it laft a 
At this unjuſt Repalſe he much concern'd, 4 
f the p 


Loudiy complaining of his Fate, return'd, u. 


Collects his ſlender Foitune that remain'd, x _ 
And a {mail Veſlel on the Coaſt obtain'd ; = 4 
Upon the various Seas reſolves to rove, dil 
In mouinful Abſeace and deſpaiting Love. Pi 
And ne'er again Liparia to behold, py 
Till Plunder had precur'd him heaps of Go'd. | Aon 
Long on the fam'd Barbarian Coaſt he fail'd, ) r 
And all leſs Veſſels than his own aſſail'd, e 
Nor of Succeſs the Conqu' ting Pytate false long v 
Subtle and Bold, thus haſt'ning to be grear, "oF 
He quickly putchas'd an Immenſe Eſtate. NOW bu 
But as Curs'd Avatice the Mind inſpires, 2 gun 
For heaps on heaps with unconfin'd Deſites; 2 den 
W hilſt ſtill cf every Ship upon the Coaſt, ) E wich | 
He thought (Jike £/op's Dog) to make the mo, YH | 
ad 


He ſnap'd at Shadows, and the Subltance lol; 
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for now a ſtout Opponent he engag'd, 

and both with equal Courage and enrag'd 

pid long the dubions Combat well maintain, 

Ind dy'd with hoſtile Blood the trembling Main, 
it with unequal Numbers born away, 

it laſt a Captive at the feet he lay 

{the proud Victor, who in Chaias fecur'd 

„ undaunted Youth to Bondage uninut'd. 

Fa his Riches thus unjuſtly won, 

% diſpoſſeſs'd, deſerted, and undone, 


To Juni they with Acclamations brought 

: v£/come Ship with ſuch a Conqueſt fraught, 
ad to the loathlom Priton foon convey'd, 

c Spotter ſpoil'd, and deſtitute of aid; 
bete weak with Hunger, and debarr'd of Reſt, 
e long remain'd with pend'rous Cares oppreſs'd, 


— 
” 


Now buſie Fame had at Liparia told 
at young Martucio, once the brave the bold, 


_ 
wa — 


— 
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J.. 

is to devour'ng Neptune fal'n a Prey, | i 
id with his brave Companions caſt away. o 4 
A # * — 11 7 

Mantia, who lamented much before : 1 

E lalty flight from the Liparian Shore, 1H 
1 91 
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Now feels ten thouſand Agonizing Pains, n 10 
And ſcarce with Life the diſmal News ſuſtains vor fea 
In wild Deſpair ſhe meditates on ways, * (oc 
With her own Hands to end her mournful De WM, ſome 


The glitt'ring Poniard fiercely the prepares 
To pierce her Heart, but then diſſolv'd in Te: 
She lays it down, then (natches it again; 

Fear and deſpairing Rage alternate reign, 
And oft ſhe yields, and oft attempts in vain 
Deteſting Life, and yet afraid to dic 

A Death ſo bloody, ſhe reſolves to try 

A way more plealing to her anxions Mind, 


Ryt eve. 
Nor wo! 


For the 


( 
( 


And ROV 


And with her Lover the ſame Grays to find, Aud Wan 

Nor all 

Now to the Pott in haſte the Virgin flies,  diiv'n 
And in the fiſt weak empty Boat ſhe ſpies 

She ſtraight embarks, and hoiſting up the $41 Cloſe 

Skims o'er the River with a nimble Gale, Ane 

To the wide Ocean ſoon ſhe did arrive, Wihing 


Deſiring never to return alive. 


The Helm and Oats that us'd the Bark to giide, Nusa 
She now throws over to th' impetuous Tide, Come fa 
Then cloſely wrapping her dejected Head, Fat ſrepy 
In her looſe Robe, deſiing to be dead, A lovely 


Des N 


5 |, 
0 Vealtt 
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Ms 


doan in the bottom of the Foat the lies, 17 
Xor fears the raging Seas not bluſt'ring Skies i " 
? 
"s 


4nd ſoon expects that in the Seas profound, 
I ſome mide Wave tlie ſhall be turely drown's , 
we even here the Virgin loſt her end, 


Not wou d grim Death, which ſhe invok'd, attend WO 
201 the black Clouds dilperſe, and Winds al! I'S WI 
ind now {oft Zephyr on the Waters play, | ; ( 
Which gently drive her unconducted Bos, fl 
On 4 {mall Town, rom 7/4 not remote 1 
1 
hus two long Days, the Tennis of the Winds 5 f 
aud Waves ſhe floated, peaceful Death to tud , 1 4 
ver all the while erects hetlelf, to fee 1 


du'n on Shore, or ſtill upon the Sea. 


Cloſe by the Borders of the gentle Tide, 
an Ancient Servant then by Chance employ'd, 
Wiſhing the Tackle with induſtrious Care, 


— 


— 


9 

1 © < 1 
And Nets that us'd the finny Prey t' inſnate. * 
5 14 
wrpris'd beheld the Boat with full Carrcer . 
3 : 1 
Come ſailing in, but not a Soul appear 3 4 
Fat ftepping in, to her Amazement found . 10 
. a 19 
A lovely Maid extended oa the Ground, 43 

\C ! . 7 8 ; . { 4 12 
0! beauteeus AlpeR, in Repoſe profound. 4 0 

1122 ot} 
E Thrice £8 bo 4 
18,1 
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Thrice to the ſlumb' ring Virgin loud the (; poke, 
Who at the Sound as much amaz'd awoke, 
When by the ſplendid Habit that the wote, 
Peculiar only to Lipari's Shore, 

She knew the Fair, did Adoration pay 


To Rome's great God, and his unbounded Saas 


Pth” Latian Language, to the Virgin knon, 
She asks what Fate convey'd her there alone 


Rouz'd at a Voice whole Accent ſeem'd ſo kn. 


She firſt imagin'd that the various Wind 

Had to Lipari toſs'd her back again, 

To add freſh Tortures to her anxious Pain; 
But ſtarting up, ſhe views the Coaſt around, 
And in new Wonders at the Proſpect drown's. 


Where am I, Gods? ſhe cries : What place unknow 


On what new World is poor Conftantia blown? 
The pitying Slave advancing does unfold 


What Men, what Cuſtoms, and what County to! 


Then floods of Tears from her refulgent Eyc: 


Came trickling down, while ſhe invokes tlie Skies: 


Why from the Death, which 1 purſu'd ſo faſt. 
Bleſt Heay'n ( ſhe ſaid) cou'd you reſerve at lat 
A Maid ſo Young, fo Virtuous, and ſo Pure, 
That fie the worſt Misfortunes might eadure, 
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ro the rade Inſults and Attempts expos'd 
f Batb*rous Tr, by Savages enclos'd ; 

(y Honour firſt demanded as a Prey, 

rev'l] vilely ſeize, and take my Life away, 


The good old Servant did her Caſe lament, 
and ſoon conducts her to her homely Tent 
Wiere more at large her diſmal Tale ſhe heats, 
ha freſh Deluge of lamenting Teats, 

Then to refreſh with coarſe, but cleanly Fate, 
ver drooping Spirits, kindly does prepare 
get choiceſt Viands, and did olt entreat, 
et ſhe prevail'd the weeping Maid to eat, 

Who now reviving, does deſite to know 
em whence ſhe came, and how ie duc'd ſo low, 


the then return'd, ſhe from Trepanam came, 
and Carapreſa was her only Name, 
That to poor Fiſhers now ſhe did belong, 
ho Chriſtians were, tho' Savage Twrks among: 
At this the Virgin's Hopes again revive, | 
ind ſhe ſeem'd pleas'd that ſhe's reſety'd alive; 
fut wonder'd much in this unhappy State, 


What Cauſe ſhe had to be ſo ſpon clate, 
© 3 45:24 5 ' Thien 
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Then to her kind Protectreſs thus fie laid duo bat! 
In Pity to a young and harmleſs Maid, ind take 
Dear (arapreſa ſome Alliſtance lend, lecluſe f 
That I my Life and Honour may defend a mo 
From thele Faibarians, nor by them be toi, n unkne 
And 'cape thoſe Dangers that my Lite ſurjoune to ſoon 
0 diff 'r1 
The «ind poor Weman does in haſle retire. uud fro! 
And drels'd herſelf in all her beſt Attire; rheem, 
Then to Caftantia with a fn iling Air, the live 
Returning now, ſhe cities Suſpend Deſpair, 
And come with me to yon fair Neighb'ring Sect While 
Where III provide you a ſecure Retreat; Whom 
They went, and ſoon a kind Admittance for, detir'd 
To a Majeſtick Matton much fenowu'd nd ſpe 
For ev'ry Virtue, but above tlie reſt | chany 
For Gen'rous Bounty to the Poor diſtreſs'd. War 
Tou hom the Guide advancing, *gins to tell o th 
The ſtrange Misfortunes that the Maid befel \ Aigl 
And, to induce her to be ſtill more kind, 3 
Th' heroic Virtues that adorn'd her Mind, bovind 
on 
The melancholy Story ſoon o'crcame ind d 


With gen'tcus Tity the felenting Dame, 
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no bath'd in Tears embrac'd th' afflicted Fair, 
ind takes her under her peculiar Care, 
gecluſe from Men with pleaſing Care employ'd, 


With more Companions of her Sex beſide. 

It unknown various Onental Arts, 

he ſoon the Language of thole Eaſtern parts, 

$0 diff 'ring from her own, with Eaſe obtain'd ; 


and from her gen'rous Lady quickly gain'd "Il 
deem, and much teſpected by the reſt, 10 
the liy*'d, and Love ſeem'd baniſh'd from her Breaſt. il f 
4 
While thus the loſt and much-lamented Fair, 5 
nom Cc'er to fe-behold, her Friend's defpair, [4 | 
\e:ir'd in Suſa was confin'd to ſtay, 10 
nd ſrent in pleaſing Chatt her time away, * 
* chanc'd a Lord in fam'd Granada's Town, 
Var ambitious to obtain Renown. 
70 th* Soy*reignty of Tunis did pretend 
Right undoubted, threatning to contend uy 
t0: the dear Prize to which he jongaſpir'd id * 
ganſt the lawful King; thus vainly fir'd, N 
a iozmidable Army ſoon he made, N 
zad did the peaceful Town in futious haſte invade, # 
$4 
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Martucio, who by long Confinement there 
Had learn'd the Language, quickly came to hea: 
The num'r us Forces, the diſorder'd State 
Were raiſing to reſiſt a Pow'r ſo great; 
Therefore in haſte he to the Keeper told, 
He'ad form'd a Project, might he once uno! 
The ſame in Perſon to the gen'rous King, 
That wou'd ſure Conqueſt to his Armies bi. 
This to his Lord the Subſtitute declares, 

Who with the Tydings to the Court repairs; 

At this the King with ſpeed diſpatch'd away 
Men to the Goal, to bring without delay 
Martucio to him; when the Youth appear'd, 
And with due Homage had the Crown revci's. 
His Majeſty commands him then to tell, 

By what ſtrange means he might with caſe 6:9: 
Th' approaching Forces of the pow'rful F oe, 
And ſave his Country from impending Woe. 
The wiſe Contrivance he at length reveal'd, 

By which he knew they might obtain the Field 
And now the King and Court with great Applault 
Approv'd his Council, while with loud Huzzz 5 
The People Joy to ſee the Prince elate, 

Who ſcem'd before dejected at his Fate. 
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To Arms they haſten to defend their Right, 
And gainſt unequal Numbers join the Fight. 

The twanging Bow, and flender pois' nous Dart 
were lo conttiv'd by this brave Captive's Art, 
That co the Foe they uſeleſs wou'd remain, 
When lodg'd amongſt them on the Crimſon Plain: 
But all their Arcows theſe amongſt them found, 
They made againſt their Enemy rebound ; 
Thus ſhow'rs of Darts upon their empty Foe, 
They unteſiſled at the laſt cou'd throw, 

and ſoon a glorious Conqueſt did obtain, 
and with trivmphant Shouts return'd again; 
While great Martucio, crown n'd with endleſs Prailc, 


The grateful Monarch did to jult ?:eferment raile, 
ton his Deſerts and due Promotion, Fame 2 

Oer ail the Kingdom did aloud e 

And ſoon the News to fair Con/favtia came. 


Now Love, that ſmoth'ring in her Boſom lay, 
and by Oblivion ſeem'd expell'd aw2r 


* The Stratagem was, to make the Knotcl) at te Bet- 
tom of their Arrows to be very ſmall, ana ts nave 
ſmall Strings to their Bows, by this meant they might 
wſe the Enemies Arrows again uben them, t te 
were incapable of uſing theirs, 
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Breaks out in Flames more furious than bef re, 


For the dear Youth ſhe did ſo much adore: 
Then to her gen'rous Lacy the ieveal'd 

The Tale of Love, which ſhe before conceal'd; 
And all her Life and Parentage relates, 

And Perſecutions of the furious Fates, 
Deſiring leave to Tunis to remove, 

To feaſt her Senſes with the Scene of Love. 
Her fond Protector kindly condeſcends, 


And her ſo conſtant Paſſion much commend: 


Then gladly Travell'd with the longing Maid, 
To the dear place where her Martucio ſtaid ; 
Ard with a kind Relation lodg'd the Fair, 
Who entertain'd them with obliging Care, 
The good old Lady then with ſpeed prepates 
To find the Youth, and to him ſoon declares 
The joyful Tidings, that his only Dcar, 

The fair Conſtantia, was in Safety rear, 


The glad Martucio grateful Thanks return'd, 


And with extream Deſire t'embrace her burn'd 


Then with the Matron haſt ning, ſoon arriv'd, 
Where now remain'd his long loſt Prize alive. 
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goon as the Maid beheld his conqu' ring Charms, 
With ſudden Tranſpott fainted in his Arms. 

The Youth roo drown'd in Exſtaſie, perceiv'd 

Her beauteous Form, but ſcarce his Eyes belies'd. 
1 filent Adoration, and amaz'd,, 

a while they ſtood ; at laſt Afartwcio rats'd 

from his extream Surpriſe, he ſighing cry'd, 

And art thou ſtill alive my lovely Bride, 

hom long 1 fancy'd in the Seas wer't drown'd, 
bare I again my vanich'd Angel found? 

To her Embraces then like Lightning flew, 

nd mutual Loves did once again renew 3 

ard to each other did by turns impart, 

The various Chances, and the ſinging Smart 

by cruel Abſence caus'd, and wid Deſpair, 

Ind their Misfortunes ſweetly did compare, 

Tien kindly parting, to the King he went, 

Ard having told the wond'rous Accident, 

Des his Permiſſion to depart away 

This Native Country, there till Death to ſtay 
With his lov'd Beauty, Soon the Prince conſents, 
And e'erthe Conſtant Pair from Tau went, 
Vith noble Preſents loads the gen'rous Boy, 
ho did with Nuptial Rites compleat his Joy. 
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Nor did the grateful Youth negle& the Dame, 
By whoſe kind means he to Conſtantia came 
But loads with Rich magnificent Rewards 

The gen'rous Matron, whom he much regaids, 


Then to Lipari they at length remoy'd, 
Where laſt they parted, and where firſt they loy's, 
Great was the Joy with which they were reccid, 
Who drown'd or ſlain had been by all velici'd, 
With coſtly Banquets for a while they feat, 
And long remain'd with endleſs Pleaſures cdl. 
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Theſe three from the Italian. 


I. 


is Praiſe of Beauty in a Wife before 
Wit and Riches. 


* 


Giovanni agli 
Fuggite Amore, &c. 


VE Beauteous Youths to Happineſs deſign'd, 
Fly Love, that feli Contagion of the Mind ; 

Love like deyouring Ætna always burns, 

Calcines the Soul, and all to Aſhes turn: 


Fut if the genial Heat too ſtrong inſpixes, 
Mas Riot, and blows up untuly Fires; 
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If the Blood's Torrent too impetuous grows, 
And o'er its Banks, and o'er its Limits flows - 
Let Hymen's Sacred Rites repel its Rage, 

Let Hymen's Lenitives the tumid Heat #fſy nge 
His Gordian Knot the laviſh Soul reftrains, 
His Bands are noble, and rever'd his Chains 


But then what ſort of Woman you ſhould (ile 
Take Sage Advice, and truſt th' experienc'd Mi; 


Take not a Lady whoſe perfection lies, 
In being very Rich, or very Wile, 
A ſtately Dame, that brings a mighty Store 
Of Tagss Sands and India's ſhining Ore, 
Holds high her lofty Creſt, and let's you knoy 
Her Part's to rule, yours to comply and bow, 
Hence Quatrels and Domeſtick Jars enſue ; 
Farewel then Love, and mutual Joys adicu : 
Love cannot ſtay where daily Feuds ariſe : 
Shun then a wealthy Conſort, if you're wile, 


A witty Woman next avoid with carte; 
As of a Plague, of Woman's Wit beware. 
Delicious Mulick of a reſtlels Tongue! 
She's always tight, and ever in the wrong. 


17 
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Viinly conceited of her Wit and Parts, 
Daily her noilie Eloquerce exetts, 

Fertile in Words, and quick at Repartee, 
Rather than fail the Husband ſhan't go tree; 
For nothing "lcapes a Lady's Raillery. 

guely the Man muſt lead a happy Life, 

That's bleis'd with ſuch a Trealure of a Wife. 
Eteinal Clamour, damn'd Impertinence 

Flows from a Female vain of Wit and Senſe. 
lace this amongſt your moſt unerring Rules, 
Wives that (et up tor Wits are double Fools. 


Bat would you in a Marriage State be bleſt 

Take a bright Beauty to your glowing Breaſt, 
deauty's the Flower of all human Joys, 
That like Nepenthe chears, but never cloys. 
O let a beauteous Nympli be all your Cate, 
A Wife is nothing if ſhe be not fair. 

Money and Wit in vain the Pallions move, 


oy 


Tis Beauty only can excite out Love. 

So upon Ida's Top the Phrygian Swain, 

With Patience heard two Goddeſſes complain, 
Riches and Wildom, Gold and Witty Arts 


vain would Charm, *:is Beauty conqueis Hearts. 
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Thus the fair Tulip captivates the Eye, 
Whilſt Marigolds and Paunſeys quite neglected lie, 


In Praiſe of Wit before Beaus) an 
Riches. 


Bella che vale 
Se lieve e frale, &c. 


Fauty, thou vain Imaginary Good, 

By moſt admit'd, by no one underſtood, 
With what high ſpeed thy Glor es haſte away 
Alas! they ate too Volatile to ſtay. 

Airy and fugitive like Vapours fly, 
When rifing PHbus gilds the Morning Sky, 


And what can Gold and glitt'ring Gems beſtow, 
Zince their Poſſeſſors ſmall Contentment know 7 
| With 


* 


The Crowd is pleas'd with Page anttry and Show, 
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ich weighty Care abundance loads the Mind, a 
liches, to no one ceitain Place confin'd, 
ne Eagle's Wings, and ſoon out · ſtrip the * ind. J 


Beatty indeed is like the Tulip gay, 

Ind all her ſhining Glories does diſplay; 

it ! ulips wither, Feauty fades away. 

me, or ſome little envious Malady, 

Makes the Role languiſh, and the Lilly dye. 
hen the recover'd Dame conſults her Glats, 

fo view her uſual Beauty, but alas! 

ſie faithful Mirrour ſhows another Face, «>. 
euty's a Flower of delighttul hue; 

it ali the Cheats of Beauty none e'er knew, 

acſe Silken Leaves a thouſand Plagues contain, 
lyziads of Woes, Eternity of Pain 

Tſe Silken Trappings are a ich Diſguiſe, 

nder each Leaf a deadly Aipick lies, 


Thoſe that of Gold a mighty Store poſſeſs, 
an Admiration from the Populace, 
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Slaves to their Paſſions, always full of Caice. 
Tortur'd to Death with Jealouſies and Fears. 


Pride, Envy, Malice, Fo.ly, Sclf-conceit wy 
Attend a Woman ol a large Eftate, 1 
Ahways uneaſie at ſhe kuows not what, ( 
$. * 
bad Ci 


Farevell then Feauty and a handſome Face. 
Riches I ſcorn, *tis Wit alone can plcale, 
Wit is the nebleſt Jewel of the Mind, 
Which many ſeek, but very {ew can find. 
Give me a wi ty Woman to my Arms, 

A witty Woman has feſiſtleſs Charms. 

To pleaſe her Husband is her only Care, 

Nor piide's het ſelf in being Rich, or Fair, 
Ne'er racks his Seul with dull inſipid Tales 
Of what is wo'n, and how the Mode prevails, 


112 


Nor of tie largeneſs of her Fortune tells, \ rel) 
And how ker Stock his Family excels, fe! 
Such nauſeous Stuff a prudent Wife abhots, that 
As what may Love deſtroy, and raife inteſtine \W 3" the 
She knows to ſweeten Life, and bears a ſhare tha! 
Of all his Pleaſure, and of all his Care. = oy 
Grieves when he's griev'd; and when he's pics de Tis all 

aut), 


ſmiles, 
And ſweet Diſcourſe the tedious Hours begui!ss, 
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reſt is the Men that has this Treaſure found, 4 
With happy happy Days his Life is crown'd, 
and one Eternal Spring of Love goes round. \ 
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1 the Praiſe of Riches before 
aud Beauty. 
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'rely that Lover's mad, that will declare 
\ He is entangled by a Look, or Hair; 
that the Lily of his Lady's Hand, 
the Lips Cora: can his tzeart command; 
tthat a liste Laugh or gentle Smile, 
in 1n'0 am'rovs Flames his Soul beguile, 
Tis ail Hyperbole, and nothing rrue, 
Keauty, meer Beauty, this can never do. 


H 3 Beauty 
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Beauty I grant, and, may be, too have found 
Has mighty Charms, and can ſeveicly wouud, 
But it is only then (when Gold is join'd 
| To Beauty's Charms) ſue captivates the ind. 
In vain the lovely Archer takes his Bow. 
Unleſs with Golden Fires his Arrows glow 
In vain to wound the lovely Archer tiys, 
In vain, unleſs the golden Alxous flies. 
Uſeleſs his Quiyer, uleleſs a:e his Darts, 
Unleſs they're tip'd with Gold they ſeldom c 
Hearts. 
. But when they come with ſuch Perfection cc 
1 "The Heart's enthrall'd, and owns the am'tous wound. 
Parts tip'd with Lead are never made for Love, 
they have no point, beſides too flow they move, 
wor ſink beneath their own unweildy weight, 
or if they reach, Diſguſt not Love create, 


I can't but own Beauty to me is vain; 
A Fooliſh Toy unworthy of a Man. 
Let the gay Idols be by Fools ador'd, 
Set off with fulſom Praiſe, and many a pompous Wold, 
Such as the Poet's Re*yeries invent. 
And Rhyming Fools to gull the Innocent, 
Like Wit tis all a Cheat, and all a Cant 
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reo well they know that Bear''ty is a Toy 
thintaltick, and a childiſh Vauity. 

Tuey therefore dreſs het up iu lich Array, 
ſeals ate the Tecth, the Lips like Rubies play; 
ry the Breatts, and Sapphue are the Veins ; 
The Hair al! Mettal, but bright Gold, dildains, 


bh 
by which 'tis obvious to all Men of Sente, 1} 
beauty from Gold (they think) detives hex Excellence, | ; f 
do the Apothecary ſhows his Skill, 9] 
To pleate a Iqueamith Stomach gilds the Pill. . 


Beauty alone is for a ſickly Mind, 


\ovulter Souls 'tis only Gold can bind. 115 


1 painted Shades themſelves let others pleaſe, 11 

* 

\:d golden Dreams and beauteans Images: "by 
My Heart is touch'd with a Subftaniial good, * 


Celd charms my Soul, and Riches fire n Blood, 


The Gold and Gems that on Parnaſſus grow, 
1: lender Satisfaction can beſtow ; 


* 
* 


— * 
8 


They have too little Nutriment to till, 
Cold is the Clime, too Airy is the Hill. 
Im charm'd with Jewels of another hue, 
Not from Parnaſſus, but from thee Jeru. 
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That Lady that is bleſt with Store of Coin, 


Shall be my Saint, her Charms are all Divine 


V11 offer all my Incenſe at her Shrine, 

For ſhe that has of Gold a plenteous fore, 
Is wond'rous Witty and extreamly Fair, 
Riches do mighty Wonders ey'ry Day, 
Make crooked ſtrait, the ſullen-humour'd gay 
If ſhe has Mony, tho* a Dwarf ſhe's tall, 
Witty and Beautiful, for Mony's all in all, 
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Ur. Ambroſe Philips, 


Os bis Excellent Tragedy call 
The Diſtreſt Mother. 


By A You; 78 Celle enn 


SIX. 
{> Ould my Lays, like Steele's Immor a! Strain, 
\J Intrance each Heart, enbvenev.y Vein: 
Could 1, like Addrfon, ſlublimely toar, 


e the World my flowing Lines 23072, 


| 
1 


* 


SIS 


— 


-** — 
9333 -z WF 


A 


* 
ith 


d 
: 
# 


2 
8 * 


=>, 
— 


— 


3 


% New Miſcellancous Poems, 


Thou lov'd, unknown, ſhould'ſt be my Mu"; 
Theme; 

By potent Numbers, I'd record thy Name, 

In the vaſt Volumes of Eternal Fame, 


Orphens, with Numbers, when inſpit'd by Lose, 
In graceful Order made whole Foreſts move. 
Inſpir'd by Merit, 1 would Men invite, 
Not ſenſeleſs Woods) to fee thy woudrous flight, 


With ſuch a Pencil P-i/ips? Praiſe I'd paint, 
Such Colours Time it ſelf ſhouv'd never taint ! 

| Philips Pd carve, ſweet Philips ſhould be found 
On ev'ty Bark that's worthy of the & ound: 
Philips with ſecret Pleaſure 1'd rehearſe: 
' And by his Name add Honoi'rs to my Vetle, 
That Philips who, of Spencer's harmleſs Su ains, 
With Spencer's Genius, ſings in ſmoother Strains, 
Philips ſhouid be the buithen of iny Song; 
And Echo's Voice ſhould Fhilip“ Praiſe prolong : 


1 Then l'd ſing how the buskin'd Bard belov'd, 
With Briti/h Fire the great Nacin improv'd: 


) 


(| 
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now bright each Thought, with what attractive Grace #4 


obſerv'd t he Rules of Action, Time and Place. KY 
His sule how noble, adequate and full, bly 
zigh without Yombaſt, humble, yet not dull. #8 
T/i/ps in ev'ry Scene, with Judgment wilt; "v4 
In cv'ry Scene the bent of Nature hit. 8 
1 7 

The Friends ſo well their gen' tous Love expreſs, 5 
© oft their Plaints, fo render their Addreſs, * 
us Author ev*ry Line a gen'rous Friend confels, ; . 
| wh 
Herhus in Love or War exerts his Fire, a ; 
ful! of Achilles his undaunted Site; ne 

watts all the Threats of Greece,reſoly'd to gain's . 


delite. \ 1 


Fait Hellen's Daughter in Epirus Court, 
ln a its Pomps does Royal Pride ſupport : 
Juk like her Sex, to no ſure Point confin'd, 
keltieſs as Thought, and wav'ring as the Wind: 
ker fond Oreſtes, now, by all the Loves, 
by Beauty's Goddeſs, and her flutt'ring Doves, 
Adjures to execute her puipoſe ſworn ; 


| #: 
ES ab” 


Ipvraids him then with luſamy and Scors. 
The 
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The Widow does fo movingly expreſs, 
For her lov'd Hector that untorc'd Diltreſs ; 
And for her Son what fond indulgent Caces 
Each falling Tear, each ftifled Sigh declares, Nay, 
With Pity ev'ry Hearer pleads her Cauſe; Till * 
Her Dream with Horror ev'ry Hearer awes; leon 
And Sympathizing Grief from ev'ry Heater“ 


ks lo 
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Prophetick Raptures fill my ravim'd Ming; 


When he whoſe Wiſdom rules the Realm: 
Conveys thee to the Choie of tuneful Love 
Thy Mother long ſhall crouded Stages view : 
And Baids unborn, with Tears, its juſt Avplaiiy yh 

new. 


— 


While Ladies from their Lovers Verſe 
While the Polite praile true Poetick Fic ; 
While buſie Merchants to the Change fee: 
Fops to the Ring, and Witlings to the Co 
While a juſt Stile from Fuſtian may be ku. 
And by ſure Tokens Vice from Virtuc ſhow: 
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ks long as the Spectator ſhall be read, 

Or the fam'd Stocking grace the Bridal Bed, 

Till great Racin no more ſhall Lovers eaſe, 

Nay, ev'n till Sapho's ſelf ſhall fail to pleaſe; 
Till Time, our Language, ev'ry thing ſhall blaſt, 
do long thy Work, thy Praiſe, thy Name hall laſt ? 
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Reflections on theſe Words: 


All things ſubmit to Love. 
By the ſame Hand. 


LL things ſubmit to Love; with catefu! Eye, 
Survey the nether World and upper Skies; 
Their ev'ry Product which are good and fair 
Proceed from Love, or Thoughtful Lovers ate. 
The Earth's a Lover; and the Realms above; 
The Seas are like to force their Banks with Loye 
Remark yon Star which fits behind the Sun, 
Whoſe Horſes now with ſpeed begin to run : 
Obſerve its wanton rolling Eye, and how 
Spangles around beſet and deck its Brow, 


That 
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Tha; S:ar's in Love, and did but lately part 
1 the Truth known) from him that has her 
Heart. 
„n in the Woods thetic am'cous Meetings keep, 
. o do Whales and Dolphins in the Peep. 
That pretty Bird wich ſings in yoider Crove, 
That pretty Bird is teuch'd with Flames of Love. 
Mizd how he ſpiings about from Spray to Spray, 
vis ev'xy Flight, and all his turns furvey 


Tis Love ditects his Flight. and his Return, 


: 2 41 * Ys 1. » 4 2 * 7 . * * 
41d could he ſpeak he'd ſay, With Love 1 butn. 


715 inis -Heatt dictates, nay his Tongue declates 


4 bi 4 


- 


To's Mate who kuows the Larguige of his Mis. 
ge how ſhe too, on youder pregnant Scat, 

n Anſwer Liſps, I burn with equal kent. 

zchold the Squirrel there, conſidei how 

fe trips from Tree to Tree, from Bough to Bough ; 
Mind how he loads himſelf with Nuts, aud then 
Conveys his burthen to his little Den: 

Thee friskins pleaſe his Love; the Nuts he ſtotes 
To treat the Charmer whom his Soul adotes. 

The Lions roar not for their Prey; bur riſe 

To call theit Lovers to theic longing Eyes 
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1 HE 
Syren's Invitation to Ulyſſas 
From Hom. Odyſſ. Lib. 12. 
FRAGMENT. 
By the ſame Hand. 


Come, Ul; //zs, quickly come aſhoie, 

Too long you've heard the angry Billows r::: 
Tour Fame long ſince throughout the World is knoxn 
The greateſt Glory of the Græcian Throne, 

Fam'd Hero come, and hear our tuneful Lys; 
Our Songs are ſweet and worth your ſolid Praise. 
No wandiing Mortal e'er approach'd our Iſle, 

Tut ſtaid to hear our Heav'nly Tunes awhile, 


None 
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None with our Muſick e'er were entertain'd, 

Bur rapt*rous Joys poſſeſs d, and Wiſdom gain'd. 

0'let your Ship awhile at Archor bide; 

Kor pierce the Waves, and ſtruggle with the Tide, 

before our warbling Tunes have pleas'd your Senſe 5 

before you've heard our Lays, and carried Wildom 
hence. 

Haul out your Boat to view our pleaſing Ile, 

We'll charm your Ears, and eaſe you for the Toll. 

The trave Exploits which were at Ilium done 

By you, and all the Greeks, to us ate known: | 

vay nothing paſles in the Earthly Sphere, wh 

tur what we know, but what the Syrens hear. 


O come, fam'd Chief, nor willing Ears reſuſe | 
To ſuch harmonious Lays as Ph@bxs ſelf might ule, 1 
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Shape and Mein. To Mira, 
By the ſame Hand. 


HE World, the Learned World, conſpite to praiſe 
At once the Mantuan and Macnian Lays ; 
Nor hardly 6an, *tis difficult to tell 
Which moſt deſerves, they both ſo much excel, 
Conſider, Fair, your Shape and Mien create 
As great, as hard, as weighty a Debate: 
Some ſay your Shape prevails with greater Pow; 
And ſome in loftieft Strains y ir Mein adore, 
Alas, at once the mutual ViRors bleed; 
Yet none can tell from which their Wounds pro. 
ceed! 


C74 


Cere 
leſta ˖ 
Peacod 
Diand 
Such / 
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eres her Torch, her Fruit Pomena beats; 
a the Drum, her Helmet Pallas wears; 
reacocks attend the Siſtet-wife of Fove, 
Diana Dogs, and Doves the Queen of Love. 
duch Arms we think to Goddeſles ate due; 
Swoln Eyes, and bleeding Hearts, belong to you, 
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Fe 
The Eighth Idyll. of Theocrius, 
4 Tranſlated by the ſame Hand. 


DAPHNIS, MEN ALCAS, Gothe 


Aphnis h's Kine down in a Vale did keep, 

| While on a Hill above Menalcas kept his Sheep. 
. | Both Swains were golden haii'd, both of them you 5 
6 | They both could Pipe, and both could ling a Song. 
W But firſt Menalcas did his Silence break, 

bs And in ſuch Terms as theſe to Dapbnis ſpeak. 

l MENALCAS. 

Did you in earneſt ſay you'd ſing with me ? 
tell thee Daphnis I can conquer thee, 


To which the Herdſman made this ſhort Reply; 
DA #4 


ca wa” 
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DAPHNIS. 


1 would adyiſe thee, Shepherd, not to try. 1 
Tike my Advice, and lay your boaſts alide z 9 
x wien you ve ſpoiPd your Lungs, in vain your 105 

ſelt you'll chide. 1. 
Z NAL CAS. 1 
Bit for a Wager will you ſtive whoſe Skill WA 


E:c215 in Singing? 
DA P-HNTI 3, 
Shepherd, yes 1 w:ll. 
N ENA L CA. 
Hat equal Prize records the Victor's Fame? "Y 
D AF HN. 
Azainft the Lamb that ſips of yoader Stream, 


. 2 ” 
Co wn. 4 ® A+ > 


[il flake this Calf. 
MEN ALCA Sv 

1 muſt nor ſtake a Lamb. 

Ft hovid 1 toſe, my Parents cioſs and 61d 
Would {torm ; they nightly number all the Fold. | 
DAPHNIS. 4 
What then Aenalcas ſill the Conque:or get? & 
MENAE£ CA 5. * 
hate a Pipe which ner was pip'd with yet, 4 


— * — 


— — 
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I my ſelf made i-, and both ends did bind 
Cloſely with Wax, the whitcit cf its län! 
And though their Goods I date not lole; yet fel! 
My own Pll venture, Marry that 1 will. 
DAPHNIS, 

And I have one as pleafing to the view 
As yours, as good, as tuncſul, and as new, 
For as I lately form'd the founding Reed, 
It prick'd my Fingers, fee 7s yet they bleed. 
But pret hee, Shepherd, WO ſhall judge the Cate; 
Whole Voice ſtall crown the Victor with Applause! 

MEN.ALCA S, 

We'll call the Goatkerd, who perhaps may car, 

Look Whitefoor barks as he approaches near, 


And ſtrait the Swains the Goatherd call aloud, 
He heard their Call, and made what haſte he cou d 
They crav'd the Goatherd's Judgment; he agreec, 
Menaicas firſt, then Depinis tun'd his Reed, 
Alternate Lays the ecchoing Mountains rang, 

And firſt by Lot the ſhrill AMenalcas fang. 
MEN ALC A Ss. 

Ye Vales and Springs Divine! If c'er your Sas, 

Menalcas, waibled with a pleaſing Stiain, 
Then 
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Then ſeed my Lambs: If Daphnis hither &er 
Come with his Kine; let them your 5weetnels ſhare. 
DAP HNES. 

Ye Herbs, ye Flow'rs, and ye delightful Graſs, 
If Daphnis Songs the Nightingal's ſurpals, 

Or equal; feed my Kine: If hither come 
Menalca Lambs, with fatne's ſend 'em home. 
MENALCAS. 

There a continual Spring and Paſtures choice, 
Fatten the Lambs, and make the Swains rejoice ; 
Where Mopſa comes; but when ſhe goes away, 

Tue Shepherds wither, and the Herbs decay. 
DAPHNIS. 
There Flocks of Sheep, there Goats with Twins 
arrive. 
There Bees with Honey fill the burthen'd Hive; 
There Trees, whoſe Branches pierce the Clouds, 
abound, 
Where ſtately Milo treads with Praiſes crown'd; 
Put when the Charmer leaves the fragrant Air, 
The Herdſmen pine, and ev'n the Herds deſpair, 
MEN ALC AS, 

Haſte to yon Streams, ye lofty Trees, O Goat 

The white Kid's Husband, and the Kids to boot: 
Fo, 


0 EF 
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For there he walks, ſee there his Steps procee.| 


W hoſe Sea Calves Proteus, the' a God, did feed 
Dad HINTS, 


Nor heaps of Gold employ my carking Mind. | 


Nor by ſwift running to our ſtrip the Wind: 

But on that Rock to lit and (ing, my Dear 

Within theſe Arms, and Herds at Paſture hate. 
MEN ALC AS. 

Rough Winter Winds to Trees, to Waters heat, 
Lime-twigs to Birds, to Beaſts of Prey the Net, 
Are ills pernicious; Weazles to the Dove, 
Maid's Love to Man; not I alone, great For, 
But thou thy ſelf haſt felt the Flame of Love. 


Alternate Numbers thus the Shepherds (ang, 
And the lait part Menalcas thus began. 
MENALC AS. 
Wolf ſpare my Lambs, O ſpare my Tender Flock 


Nor ſpoil their Feeding, nor their Footſteps ſhock; 


O let them ſafely through their Paſtures blcat, 
For I am little, and my Charge 1s great. 
What Spock aſleep! fo faſt aſleep at Noon 
Faith Spock you ſhall not go to ſleep lo ſoon, 


* 
: „ 
. 1 


Aid 
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And you, my Flock, feed well, nor fuffer Fear 


01 tature Want to mike you now to (pate. 


16 51 ; Ine erat he SET TT 
Whats 4h n YOu CIO iy CLOP Te FLOW TY Plain? 


The veidant Gals wili quickly grow again. 
feid that the Lambs may ſwig the burthen'd 
Tcat; 


* 


aud 8 en n'rous Pails of Milk Your MI [ter ges. 


Fair Davbnis then refund his tuneful Strain. 
DM FHN, 

And as I drove my Herd to yondet Plain 
Dat Yeſterday, 1 gently jogg'd along, 
ly Herd was large, and Heifers great with Young 3 
A pretty Girl thus {pake from yonder Grove; 
Daybnis is fair; how ſtately does he move; 
ah! me! he's fit for all the Joys of Love, 


I lik*'d lier Speec'i: yet mide no ſnatt Reply; 


Put {1111 paly'd on, and team' th: Ground to eye. 


salt Winds are lweer; young (y tweetly lows, 
Sseet is the Heifer's Milk, aad ſweet the Cows 
{1s {weet in Summer time to feek the Shades; 
Aud quel the Heat with cool refreſluing Slades. 


A Atorns 


110 New Miſcellarcous Pocs. 


Acorns the Oak, the Pcar Tree Pears adorn, 

Green Graſs the Meads,and Fields the bearded Con. 

Fat Lambs their Sheep, fleck Calves their Coy; 
commend, 

And Berds of Kine their Swain from Scorn de— 
tcnd, 


The Cwains thus Sang, and thus the Coates 
14⸗d 
GO AT HEAD. 

Thy Songs ate chatming, Dathnts, and the Voigt 
That in ſuch Songs as theſe itfelf employs; 
Thy Waiblings yield the raviſh'd Ear repalt 
As ſweet, bright Youth, as Honey to the Talte, 
| | Receive the Fipe, you fing without! compaie ; 
Receive the Pipe, for you the Victor are, 

1 Oh! would you teach me how to Sing like you, 
That Goat, the beſt of all my Rerd's your duc 
That Goat, which Nightly fills my largeſt Pail 
With Milk, like Nectar, which the Geds exi-!2. 


The Roy at this rcjoic'd, he leap'd, and beat 
The Ground, like Kid io fight of Mother's Ten 


7 
The 


— 


Ti 
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the other pin'd, and veil'd his Face, like ride 


- * 
— — - => E 


A firſt juſt taken to the Bridegroom's Side. 0 

# 

| | i bs 

Thus Jovial Paphnis by his tuneful Strains, 1 

| | N 

2 Gain'd the Delight of all the Sylvan Swains; 7 
1 ; 0 

and from that Hour the lovely Nui chatm'd, 10 


Made a glad Wife, and all her Frowns difam'd, 


” SIC. 
— 
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Theocritus Idyll. 19. Imitates 


By the ſame Hand. 


ons Cupid early in the Morn, 
(Th' unluckleſt Rogue that eer was born, 

Flew frem his Mother's Palace Gate, 
Before he had ſo much as eat 

One ſirgle piece of Putter'd Bread; 
( For two his Mother us'd to ſpread.) 

He, heedleſs Boy ! ſo far did ſtray; 
Belides, not knowing well his way; 
That he could not return again 
To th' place from whence at fi:ſt he came 
By Noon; which is the time for Dinner 
Ot Gods and Men, of Saint and Sinner, 
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G. O02; N 3 £2 * 4,05 . 5 25 en is WIT Cf 
* _ . - " ” . * E ed. 5 „ * CIC 


He, knowing this, and being fly, 

Who was nuts de up in Roguery, 

Was thinking how he ſhould, while ambling, 
Preſerve his hungry Guts from wambling. 
Whilſt muſing thus, by chance he ſees 
zefore him Hives of luſcious Bees. 

No ſooner did he ſpy the Hives, 

With Joy, to plunder one he firiyes ; 

Bur as too haſtily he went 

About t' accompliſh his intent; 

A Bee (unlucky be it's Birth!) 

Pick'd him, and pall'd's intended Mirth, 
The Poy, at th's, beat on the Ground, 
Mourn'd much and often rubb'd his Wound; 
zut ſtill the more he rubb'd, the mote 
Would Pain increaſe, his Fleſh be ſore, 

He therefore to his Mother flies, 

And, ſobbing, in her Boſom lies. 

Quoth ſhe, my pretty Tiny Thief, 

Who is't hath hurt thee? why do'ſt grieve 7 
days he, Mamma, 4 little thiug, 

With golden Wings, and pointed Sting, 
Hath prick'd my little Finger ſo, 

How angty, [ce the Blood doth flo 

K 3 
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His Mother, ſmiling, ſaid Al'n't you 
Juſt like that thing in all you do? 


| 27 
For wer you twang your fatal Dart 2 
In an unwary Lover's Heart, $54 Þ; 
How very ſmall do you appear: 85 
* * 


And yet how large your Breaches ate! 
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BELPHEGOR: 


O R, 
The Marriage of the Devil. 


NO * 


\ NCE on a time as Ancient Stories tell, 4 
\-/ And *tis recorded in the Chronicle 
Of Florence, if you'il credit Machiavell, g 
There liv'd a Hermit venerably Sage, 

For Tizt'y the Wonder of the Age: 
This Reviiend Father had a Dream, it ſeems, 

i od Saints you know have very often Dieams ) 
Jas after Veſpers on a Holyday, 
Wien this good Man in pious Vilion lay; 


He 
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He ſaw, and plainly too, a World of Souls | 
Ot married Men that throng'd to Hell ia Shoals, I'"*) 


Who all with Sighs did piteouſly declare, = 
The Jades their Wives, (Pox on em) ſent em these, 2 
"wed 


This News to Luciſer full ſoon was ſent, 
Who iſſu'd Writs, and call'd a Parliament: * 
His Majeſty was fully bent to know, 

If what the Wretches ſaid was really fo, 

New was the Matter, weighty the Affair, 

So to his Aid he call'd each Sooty Peer, 

The Peers ſoon came, ſhut was th' Eternal Door, 
So full a Hoaſe was never known before. 
Cloath'd in their Sables ey'ry Noble met. 

Scarce oa the diſmal Woolpack were they ſet, 


When Luciſer wav'd round his Eben Wand, 050 
Strok'd his Muſtachio's down, and thus began. 5 

My Lords, ſaid he, this Day we've call'd you here 1 
T” adviſe about a new, but grand Affair. N 
Tis what concerns the Honour of our Crown, A 
So freely let your Sentiments be known. aus W 
The Married Men, who hither come ſo fat, iche 


The blame upon theit Wives (I'm told) haye caſt, 
They 
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hey were the Cauſe (they ſay ) of all their Crimes, 
ind ſent them poſting to theſe lower Climes, 

The thing is very odd if it be ſo, 

ve doubt the Fact, and fain the Truth would know, 
Now ſince you've heard the caſe entire from me, 
beg my Loids you'd expeditious be, 


ind on ſome proper Ways and Means agree; « 
hat we may lift this Matter throughly out, | 
ly Lords, aud be no longer left in doubt. 0 


They all aroſe, and with a loud Applauſe 

ow'd low, and own'd th' Importance of the Cauſes 
aye their Opinions; firſt the Barons ſpoke, 

zen Earls, and laſt their Graces filence broke. 

ame ſaid that one in whom they could confide, 
10uld to the World be ſent and there reſide, 

ary if nced were, and Experience well 

ach Circumſtance, and fo the better tell 


- he Embaſſy's Event at his return to Hell, a 
me ſaid they thought that one was not enough, | 
Doubtleſs a Number would bring better proof: ; 
aus Words did Words, Debate Debates fncceed, '1 
ll the Votes paſt, aud then it was decreed | 

1 
ey ; 


That 
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That one alone ſhould to the World be ſent 
Forthwith. and make the Grand Expeiiment, 
But ey'ry Devil did the Task deny, 


Shrunk back, and ſaid they were afraid to try: 


But *twas concluded on by all at laſt, 


Chance ſhould decide it, and let Lots be caſt : 


Thus fully all agreed, the Lots they throw, 
And poor Belphegoy was condemn'd to go. 


The Lot was lucky, and it happen'd well, 
Belphegor was the fitteſt Devil in Hell. 
Perfect in Stratagems, had all his Arts, 
Genteel, and really was a Dev'l of Parts; 
But yer he try'd, and fain he would get free, 
ut could not, from th' Ungrate ful Embaſſie, 
The King gave Orders for good {tore of Coin, 
Ten thouſand Guineas in his Pockets ſhine, 


To that of Man his Foim mult firaitway change, 
And o'er the Court, and o'er the Country range. 
Woe where he pleas*d. but ſure to take a Wife, 


And tiy the Bleſſings of a Married Life. 
For ten long Yeats if poſlible, and then 
He ſhould have leave to come to Hell again, 


And 
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dad there upon his Corp'ral Oath declare, 
hat Plagues in Wedlock, and what Pleaſures were, 


A ſplendid Equipage he now prepares, 
and ſwiftly tow'rds the upper Region ſteers,' 
To Florence fair Belphegor took his way, 
Florence the ever beautiful and gay. 1 
here takes a Houle magnificent and great, 
ind gives it out he has a vaſt Eſtate. 

urge his Attendance, ſumptuous was his Train, 


— — 


bis Petlon Piincely, and admir'd his Mien 2 


race ful his Carriage, and his Age appears 
ly to be about ſcme thirty Years, 

is Servants ſaid from Syrain thcir Maſter came, 
\ Spaniard born, Don Rid rick was his Name; 

ut that he much prefert'd th” Tralian Air, : 
o left his own, and came to ſettle there. 


No one more gen'zous Acts of Bounty wow 
lis Houſe was open, Wine like Water flow'd 

] ſuch Magnificence all Fl-rence rung; 

le Great admir'd, the Poor his Pounties ſung, 
deem'd and lov'd, and bleſt by ev'ry Tongue. 


+ 
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| Yan 
It was not long before he fell in Love, L 


As a 
Arhis 
1 - 
his 
A mi 
= 


(And Love you ſee can ev'n the Devil move 
Noble her Birth, but the fair Florentine 
Good ſtock of Beauty had, but not of Coia : 
Honeſta was this conqu*ring Lady's Name, 
Extreamly handſome, but a haughty Dame 
But haughty as ſhe is her Charms ia(pire, 


o 


The Don with Love, who burns with ſtrong delite "wy 
Muſt wed the Fair, ſo cloſe his Fate purſues, 115 
Conſent obtains, and ties the fatal Nooſe. Is 
And now the Don begins to live as high dare 
As any of the prime Nobility. *a * 
And more enamour'd ſtill, and more he grows; | 
Never was Man ſo happy in a Spoule: o DIET, 
It was his whole Delight and only Care | 
To ſtudy how to pleaſe the charming Fair; All en 
But ficrcer as his growing Paſſion burns, Ir her 
She makes his growing Paſſion ſerve her turns; it her | 
And having found he'd gain'd his very Soul, try he 
Like a true Wife ulurps the Pow'r to rule: 
If what ſhe ask'd him ke perchtance deny'd, You Ro 
»Mmits { 


Hex Tongue grew nimble, and full quick reply'd ; 
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And let him knew ſhe cou'd as noiſie be, 
Mas any of her Sex or Quality, 
This you muſt think Don Rod'rick took amils; 
I pall'd his Joys, and ſower'd all his Bliſs. 
This Carriage could not chuſe in time but prove 
mighty Cooler to his mighty Love. 
He grows Impatient, Vows, Proteſts and Sweats 
er haughty Inſolence to him appears 
{ore inſupportable than Luci fer's. 8 
is Lady he muſt pleaſe at vaſt Expence 
Mn ev'ry Whim, and ev'ry vain Pretence, 
heir Cloaths, tho” rich and gay, will never do: 
e's Sick, unleſs they ev'ry Week have new. 
hus he ſubmits like condeſcending Spoute, 
' Fopleaſe his Wife, who leads him by the Noſe. 


| All ends not here, much further goes her Pride; 
ot her Relations too Spouſe muſt provide: 
| fit her two Brothers in a handſome way, 
4 ry her Siſters, and their Portions pay. 
Don Roderick (my Story to purſue ) 
. bmits (what would you have poor Devil do?) 


L Matries 
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It was not long before he fell in Love, 
(And Love you ſee can ev'n the Devil move 
Noble her Birth, but the fair Florentine 
Good ſtock of Beauty had, but not of Coia : 
Honeſta was this conqu'ring Lady's Name, 
Extreamly handſome, but a haughty Dame; 
But haughty as ſhe is her Charms inſpire, 


The Don with Love, who burns with ſtrong delite 


Muſt wed the Fair, ſo cloſe his Fate purſues, 
Conſent obtains, and ties the fatal Nooſe, 


And now the Don begins to live as high 
As any of the prime Nobility, 
And mote enamour'd till, and more he grows, 
Never was Man ſo happy in a Spouſe: 
It was his whole Delight and only Care 
To ſtudy how to pleaſe the charming Fair; 
But fiercer as his growing Paſſion burns, 
She makes his growing Paſſion ſerve her turns; 
And having found ſhe'd gain'd his very Soul, 
Like a true Wife uſurps the Pow'r to rule : 
If what ſhe ask'd him ke perchance deny'd, 
Her Tongue grew nimble, and full quick reply'd ; 
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And let him knew ſhe cou'd as noiſie be, 

Ils any of her Sex or Quality, 

I This you muſt think Don Rod'ricktook amiſs, 

In pall'd his Joys, and ſower'd all his Bliſs, 

J This Carriage could not chuſe in time but prove 
I mighty Cooler to his mighty Love. 

Jic grows Impatient, Vows, Proteſts and Swears 
Iner haughty Inſolence to him appears 

More inſupportable than Lucifer's. 8 
Inis Lady he muſt pleaſe at vaſt Expence 

On ev'ry Whim, and ev'ry vain Pretence. 

Their Cloaths, tho' rich and gay, will never do: 
She's Sick, unleſs they ev'ry Week have new. 
Thus he ſubmits like condeſcending Spouſe, 

To pleaſe his Wife, who leads him by the Noſe. 


All ends not here, much further goes her Pride; 
For her Relations too Spouſe mult provide: 
rut her two Brothers in a handſome way, 
Marry her Siſters, and their Portions pay. 


Don Roderick (my Story to purſue ) 
Submits (what would you have poor Devil do?) 


» 


L Marties 
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Marties the Gitls, the Brothers firait ſupplies 
With Ships full freighted with rich Merchandize, 
Theſe wete ſufficient Curſes you may ſwear, 
And more than any Devil alive could bear; 
But the confouudedſt Plague of all his Wife, 
Made the poor Don quite weary of his Life. 
In coſtly Entertainments, and in ſhow 

He muſt the other Quality out- do. 

Three Days together not a Servant ſtays, 

Such Tempeſts can Imperious Females raile. 

All his Infernal Train forſakes the Den 
Frighted, to Hell return, and leave him all alone, 
And thete proteſt *tis poſſible for no Man, 

To bear ſo ſuper-devilih a Woman. 


Now he perceives that Riches fly with haſte, 
His Bags exhauſted, and his Treaſures waſte ; 
And all the Comfort that his Soul can find, 

Is ſmall, and full uncertain as the Wind; 

| But it was all his hopes, his Ships at Sea 

| Might rich return, and new Expence defray, 

| He bocrows then a round ſubſtantia! Sum, 
Which he'll repay as ſoon as they come home. 


Tut 


ut 


New Miſcellaneous Poems. 123 


But nothing can a Woman's Pride ſupply, 
Extravagance will make a Million fly. 
Honefts ſtill purſes her uſual way, 
Feeds full as high, and drelles full as gay. | 
Inis ſinks the borrows Stock, and brings it low, 
His C edit too begins to fail him vow 

But as catce no Misſortune comes alone, 
Unhappy K mou's flew and reach'd the Don, 

One of the Brother's Ships was Caſt away, 
Himſelf and a'l the Tieaſure loſt at Sca, 

The other by as lewd a Fortune ctofs'd, 

At the frail Die his Goods and Money lo#, 
When io his Credi vis tie News was known, 
What Fortune had betal'n h' unhappy Den; 
They ſoon agree the ſafeſt way and beſt, 

Would be to lay him in a Priſon faft, 

Don Roderick ſoon Information had 

Of all what was they did, and what they ſaid; 

So takes his Hole, rides pivately away, 

For Florence was too hot for him to ſtay, 

His Creditors the Matter underſtood ; | 
They hir'd Horſes and the Den purſu'd, 1 
Who gives his Reins a looſe, and Whips and Spurs, Wl 


And over Hedge and over Ditch he ſcow'ts. 
L 2 Like 
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Like Lightning flies, till by a Meadows fide 
A little lonely Cottage he eſpy'd. 

This Hut own'd one Mattheo for its Lord, 

An honeſt Swain and careſul of his Word, 
Whoſe Aid in civil Terms he thus implor'd, 
My Friend, I am a Gentleman diſtreſt, 

By Bailiffs follow'd, but would ſhun th' Arreſt, 
Undone if taken, for I know too well 

A Priton follows, and a Priſon's Hell, 

See how I tremble like the hunted Hare; 
Upon my Honour here 1 Vow and Swear, 

If you'll ſecure me from the Catch poles Claw 
(Catch. poles, the very Excrements of Law) 

I have a Secret of the fineſt Art, 

To you this noble Secret ll impart : 

This will precure you ſoon a vaſt Eſtate, 

And make you ever rich and ever great. 

If 1 perform not what I now declare, 

Revenge your (elf. and let em know I'm here. 
Marth o firſt conſiders well the Caſe, 

And ey*ry Circumſtance he ſagely weighs. 

At laſt the Thoughts of Riches turn'd the Scale, 
Riches, when nothing elſe can do, prevail. 


Ke 


1 


He 


ze thinks it juſt to take the weakeſt ſide, 
und ſo reſolves the trembling Den to hide. 
$:arce done, when all the Creditors appear, 
nd ark if ſuch a Gentleman was there. 


toteſts he does not know what *twas they meant; 


Gentleman! — and here — O Lord, O Lord. 
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latt hes is entitely ignorant, 


m a poor honeſt Man 


upon my Word, 


hen they begin to Hector, Huff and Swear, 
nd vow'd that he had hid him ſomewhere there. 
hey ſwore they'd have him if above the Ground, 
hey ſeatch'd each; Corner but no Debtor found. 
eary'd at laſt, no further they' li purſue 

u give him quite for loſt, and all their Mony too: 
home with aking Hearts return again, 
id only have their Labour for their Pain. 


No ſooner were the Searchers gone, but ſtrait 
» Rod'rick was releas'd by honeſt Mat, 

0 now Conjures him to perform his Vow, 

ad what he'd promis'd him ſincerely do. 

» Red'rick was a Devil mighty good, 

d n&er was guilty of Ingratitude. 


L 3 
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He freely then the Obligation own'd ; 

Told him his Caſe, and Mat his Caſe bemoan'd, 

Now honeſt Friend, ſays he, the Secret's this 

That muſt procure you Wealth and Happiacls 

When you ſhall hear of any Lately Dame 

Poſleſs'd by Devil, 1 that Devil am; 

And be aſſur'd I certainly will ſtay, 

Till you turn Exotciſt, and Conjuze me away. 

You may with greateſt Eaſe, for ſuch a Cure, 

As large a Sum, as you think fit, procure. 

This ſaid, there paſt a Compliment or two, 

Then kiſs'd, the Devil bid Mat, and Mat the Des. 
adicu, 


When he was gone, not many Days had paſs' d 
De fore he heard a Lady was poſſeſs'd. 
He ſtrangely long'd to try th' Experiment, 
And golden Mountains promis'd from th' Event. 
To caſe the wretched Lady of her Pain, 
All Remedies were tiy'd, but try'd in vain. 
Saint Zanobe's Relicks were with Zealapply'd, 


And then Saint Galber;'s Cloak, and God knows what 


beſide; 


EA 


evil 


He talk'd pure Latin, ſuch as T##y writ, 
And in Philoſophy would ſhow his Wit. 
in Mood and Figure ſubtilly Diſpute, 
and his Opponents Argumentsin form refute, 
Then ſeveral little Secrets would reyeal, 
Make many a Female bluſh, and many a Male, 
A certain Father, for good Life reyer'd, 
He piqued, in ſpight ot Sacred Hood and Beard; 
As if his Rev'rence kept in Fryars weed, 
A Wench to {weep his Cell, and warm his Bed, 
The Lady's Father now begins to fear 
Th' Event, and of a Remedy deſpair. 

hen ſoon Matthes came, and undertook 


To ſhow that this was no invented Fit, 5 


4 


he feat, if a good quantity of ſhining Angels ſpoke; 


dnly one hundred Angels for his Fee 
Demands, and he'll ſoon ſet the Lady free, 
ſatthee was a very honeſt Soul, 

nd really would have don't without the Cole; 


whatÞut ſince his Pockets were but very low, 


led been to blame no doubt t'have done it ſo. 
The willing Father readily complies, 


Byard good Matthes to his Patient hies, 


New Miſcellaneous Poems. 127 


I But to the Patient Relicks did no good, 
J hen they were brought the Devil laugh'd aloud. 


a 
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That very difficult the thing might ſeem, 

And gain the People's Wonder and Eſteem, 
Mattheo in a veiy formal way 

Begins the Exorcitm, begins to pray, 

With awkward Cer'monies made much ado, 
And mumbled over many Maſles too: 

So to the aftlicted Lady nearer drew. 


| Then call'd Den Red'rick whilpering in her Ear, 
| Right, ſays Don Rod'rick, honeſt Mat l'm hete, 
{ I underſtand you, and III clearly ſhow, 
That till P11 honourably deal by you, 

ll keep my Word, and will this Moment go, 
| To give you yet a more ſubſtantial Proof, 
For 111 allow you're not yet lich enough, 


To Naples now I fly, that ſhining Couit 
Where Pleaſure reigus, and Beaux and Belles rcſort, 


— 


__ — 
—— — — — 


None of thoſe Beauties will Belphegor eie, 
The fair young Princeſs only he'll poſſeſs, 


And tick t' her Royal Highneſs mighty cloſe, 
| *Till you Mattheo come and ſet him looſe; 
There you may get what Treaſure you delire, 
That done, be wiſe, and with Content retire. 


At Rome, or Florence live, ot where you plealc, 


Enjoy you Pleaſure, and enjoy your Eale, 


But 


Lay 


t, 


uz 
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ut ne et come near me more> what&'er you do: 


ze Wiſe, take good Advice, and ſo adieu. 


This (aid, the Devil from the Dame retit'd, 


he Cure perform'd, and ail the Town adm:r'd, 
ame ſoon Mattheo's Miracle diſplay'd, 
ad o'er the Town and o'er the Country ſpread, 


Some few Days afier a ſtrange Rumour flew, 

hat Naples Princeſs was bedevill'd too, 

he King all ways that could be theught of try'd, 
lad Prayers ſaid, and Phylick too apply'd. 

hyſick and Players both alas were vain, 

ke Devil would not ſtir *cill Mat the Charm began, 


But when to's Sacred Majeſty * twas known, 

hat mighty Wonders were in Florence done; 

oſt haſte without delay ſends to procure 

attheo, who loon comes to work the Cure. 

gen all the uſual formal Kites were o'er, 

or Matt, would uſe the ſame he had done before, 

te Devil flies; but e'et he took his leave, 

his Sage Advice to good Mattheo gave; 

ow ſurely you have got ſufficient tore, 

p be content my Friend, and ſeek no more, 
Enjoy 
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Enjoy your Riches with a quiet Mind, 

Few have ſuch luck, few ſuch a Friend can find. 
I've kept my Word, no more this Trade purluc, 
Of playing th' Exorciſt, for if you do 

Ii do you Ml the harm! can, by Hell : 

Worſe than my Word I never am - farewel 


Matthes now to Florence fair rerurns, 
His Houle with richeſt Furniture adorns, 
Ten thouſand Pieces he from Naples btouglit, 
Many a Farm, and many a Caſtle bouglit. 
Signtos Mattheo now enjoys his Eaſe, 
Will gratifie each Sence and ev'ry Fancy pleaſe. 
But ſee th' Inconſtancy of human Joys, 
Something or other ſtill out Bliſs deſtioys: 
For'twas not long before he chanc'd to hear, 
What made his very Heart to quake jor fear, 
The King of France's Daughter was poſleſs'd, 
This racks his Soul, and ſoon diſturbs his Reſt, 


* 


Mattheo now reflects upon, with dread, 
Wha: 'twas the Devil laſt at Naples laid. 
If France commands he kyows he muſt away, 
He dates not for his Life to diſobey. 


g. 
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The King ſent for him, all his Fears prove true, 
nd poor Matthes knows not what to do. 

tlaſt the King he ventures to retule, 

{e's ill, and begs his Majeſty's Excule ; 

ut the Grand Monarch won't be thus deny'd, 
to the Magiſtrates he next apply'd, 

o Kings deſires they will not Anſwer no, 

nd poor Mattheo is compell'd to go. 

ith aking Heart at Pars he arrives; 
that afflicts hum moſt, and moſt Diſtraftion gives, 


e knows, alas! 'tis in his Power ne more 


hoſe things te do that he had done before, 


To Court he goes, the King he plain'y tells 
e fears his Skill is vain, and vain his Spells 
vr tho* *twas true ſuch Miracles he'd done, 
was not in's Pow'r to do't on ev'ry one: 

me Devils ate ſo vety reſolute, 

bat *tis impoſſible to drive em out: 

0 do his beſt no doubt he would not fail; 

t if his Art at laſt ſhould not prevail, 

he King he hop'd would take it not amiſs, | 
t think ut any Negligence of his. k 


6 FY . 
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At this the King grew Cholerick, and ſwore | 


Mattheo ſhould not live another Hour, Te 
In caſe he did not cure this Malady, Fu 
And from the Devil ſet the Princeſs free. Te 
This dreadful Sentence like loud Thunder paſs'd, I“ 
Mutthes quakes, and thinks he's near his laſt. Has 
Then to that ſad Apartment was he brought, Wy 
In penlive mood, where the poor Princeſs ſar, Wh 
There all his Skill commanded was t' exert. bur 


He quak'd for Fear, and with a trembling Heart II 
He gently ſteals, and whiſpers in her Ear 

In uſual form, and call'd Don Rea'rick there. N 
In civil Terms beſpoke th' Infernal Fiend; Sinc 
Remembring him how he had ſtood his Friend, | 
And had preſery'd him from the Bayliffs Claw, and 


Baylifts the very Devils of the Law. ays 
He humbly begg'd and pray'd the Bon to go, ind 
And that he would not quite deſert him now; fa 
For if he left him in ſo gteat Diſtreſs, hey 


He ſhould be hang'd, and that's a deſperate Caſe 5 H 
And all the World wouldihen pronounce him a hic 
And guilty of the worſt Ingratitude, 1] as 
To one who ſo much Love to him ard Kindneliſut d 

hew'd. 


Bu! 
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But Roderick had not the leaſt regard 
To what thro' Royal Ear from Matt. he heard; 
zut hu d and rav'd, bounc'd, ſwore and ſeem'd tobe 
Ten thouſand Devils in Epitome. 
Is ic not I, ſays he, from humble State, 
Have made you very rich and very great ? 
Without my Orders how dutſt you preſume, 
Where I and this great Lady are, to come; 
but to your Sorrow I ſhail let you know, 
Iilſee your Dogſhip hang'd before I go, 


Mattheo, poor Matthes now will try, 
5'nce this vroves vain, another Remedy. : 
e leaves the Princeſs and the Don alone, 
ind tells the King what he deſues t' nave doge, 
ays he, ſince all the uſual ways I've tty'd, 
ind all as yet have fruitleſs prov'd and void; 

far unable to remove the Devil, 
cy rather ſeem, I think, i' encicaſe the Eyil 3 
have a Project labouting in m Head, 

{ hich if in Caſe, my Liege, ſhall not ſucceed, 
|| ask no favour from your Majeſty, | R 


inei{ſut do, great Sir, what you think fit with me; g 


Dt Mean | 
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Mean time you muſt give Orders to prepare 

A beautiful and ſpacious Theatre; 

Tth* middle have a rich dreſs'd Altar plac d, 
With fhining Plate, and flaming Tapers grac'd, 
And cv'ry gliutering Ornament affix'd : | 
Theſe muſt be ready all by Sunday next. 

Your Sacred Majeſty muſt too be there, 

With all your Court, aud ev'ry Lord and Peer. 
After high Maſs, and all the Singing's cer, 
Then let the Princeſs come, but not beſote: 

All ſorts of Solemna Muſick muſt be there, 6 
The Trumpet ſurill, ſoft Pipes, Theorbo's clear, (P. 
Whoſe Sounds on ſignal given at once muſt fend (FT 


the Air, M 
With this Alarm, and ſomething I've to ſay, v. 
I hope, my Liege, to drive the Dev'l away. D 
All things got ready to his RKeait's content, F. 
Thither the King and Court in all their ſplendo. 

went. ; 


At the fix d Hour two Biſhops grave appeatz + 
Leading the Princeſs to the Theatie. 24 
Den Roderick, poor Devil, was amaz'd, 4 
And over all the bright Arcmbly gez d, 
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And wondetrs what they were about to do, 
He never {aw before fo rich a Show 3 
All theſe gay things, ſaid he, 1 value not, 
d, FThe vilain ſhall be ſure to go to pot. 
Uilattheo now t her Royal Highneſs goes, 
And on Don Rederick civil Words beftows, 
All that his Friend Mattheo does deſite, 
er, ls that the Dev'l would civilly retire. 
Who fell into a furious Rage, hatangu'd 
And ſwore that he would have the Scoundrel hang'd; 
But ſtill Matthes his Requeſt repeats, 
ear, ( Dlaitheo begs, and earneſtly entreats 3 
tend The Devil terms and curles, raves and threats, 
Matt / co on a ſudden gives the Sign, 


- 


s Wien the Muſicians all to play begin, 

Drums, Trumpets, Fifes and rattling Clations ſound, 
From Heav'n's high Vaults the rattling Notes fe- 
end. bound. 


k 
Dan Roderick was in a great Surprize, 
And ask'd what was the meaning of tnis Noiſe; 
[2/attheo too ſeems in a deadly fright, 
&ud thus with trembling Voice addreſs'd the Sprite; 


L 


fall | Klas, 
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Alas, ſays he, it is your Lady Fair, 

Hon:fia comes to ſeek your Honour here. 

He ſaid no more, and it was wondrous range, 
How at theſe Words the Dey'l began to change: 
Ke ſhook, grew pale, nor would he ſtay to know, 
Whether if what Mattheo ſaid was ſo: 

But. rather than return to Lady Spouſe, 
Return'd to Hell, and thus the lefler Evil choſe, 
There Audience of the King did fixait demand, 
And gave his Bighneſs ſoon to underſtand, 
Th: ſe Souls ſpoke only Truth, who uicd to tcl! 
That *twas their Wives who ſent em all to Hell. 


And thus the Victory Matthes won, 
And heard no more of Devil, or of Deu. 
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